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The Prologue. 



Corns. 

houjbolds both alike in dignitie, 

A (In faire Verona inhere we lay our Scene) 
From auncient grudge freake to new mutinky 
'inhere ciuill bloud makes ciuill hands yncleanei 
From forth thefatall loynes of thefe two foes y 
Apaire offlarre-crojl loners Jake their life : 
tnhofe mifaduenturd pittious ouerthrowes. 

Doth with their death burie their Parents jlrife. 
The fear jullpaffage of their death-markt loue y 
jfnd the continuance of their Parents rage: 

Tnhich but their childrens end nought could remouei 
Is now the two houres trafficcjue of our Stage . 

The mhich if you with patient earn attend , 

'inhat hearejhall mi ffe jour toyle JhaU Jlriue to mend* 
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THE MOST E X- 

cellent and lamentable 

T I'^gecliCpO f Borneo 3.nd luhct. 



BwSampfon W Gregorie ,«*. Smrdimi toi*"**. 
hottfeof Capulet. 



S Amp.Gregom>on ray word weelc not came Coles. 
Gr/*.No,for then we Ihould be Collyers. 

Samp. I mcane,and we be in choller.weele draw. 

C r ^. I w hile you liue ) draw^our neckc out ot choller. 

Samp. I ftrike quickly being moued. 

Greg. But thou art not quickly moued to ftrike. 

Samp. A dog of the houfe of Mountague moues me . 1 
Grego. To mouc is to ftirrc,and to be valiant, is to ftanas 
Therefore ifthou art moued thou runft away. 

Samp. A dog of that houfe fhall mouc me to ftand: 

I will take the wall of any man or maidc of MottHtA-*- 
guet. 

Grego. That lhewes thee a weakc flauc,for the wcakeft goes 
to the wall. 

Samp. Tis true, & thcrfbi c women being the weaker vends 
are euer thruft to rhewSlhtherforc I wil pufh Momtaguetva cn 
fromthe wall, and thiufl his maides to the wall. 

Greg. The quarell is betweene our maifters , and vs their 
men. 

Samp. Tis all one, I will fhew my felfc a tyrant, when I haue 
fought with the men, I will be ciuil with the maides, I will cut 
off their heads. 
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Grego. The heads of the maids. 

Samp. I the heads of the maides, or their maiden heads, take it 
in what fenfe thou wilt. 

Cjreg. T hey muft take it fenfe that feele it. 

Samp. Me they fhall feele while I am able to Rand, and tis 
knovvne lama prctic peece of flefh. 

Cjreg. Tis well thou art not fifh,if thou hadft,thou hadft bin 
poore lohn : draw thy toole,here comes of the houfe of Moan, 
■tagues. 

Enter two other feruing men. 

Samp. My naked weapon is out,quarell,I will back thee. 
Greg. How,turne thy backe and runneJ 
Samp. Fearemenot. 

Cjreg. Nomarrie.Ifeare thee. 

Sam- Let vs take the law of our fidcs,Iet them begin. 

Gre. I will frown as I pafle by , and let them take it as they lift. 
Samp. Nay as they dare,I wil bite my thumb at them, which 
Is difgrace to them if they bcare it. 

<tAbram. Do you bite your thumbe at vs fin? 

Samp. I do bite my thumbe fir. 

Abra. Do you bite your thumb at vs fir? 

Samp. I s the law of our fide if I fay I s 

Greg. No. t’ 

Sarnp. No fir, I do not bite my thumbe at you fir, but I bite 
my thumbe fir. 

Greg. Doyouquarcllfirf 
Abra. Quarell fir, no fir. 

•SVz. But if you do fir , I am for you, I feme as good a mS asyou. 
Abra. No better. 

Samp. Well fir. Enter Benuolio, 

Greg, gay better, here comes one of my maifters kinfraen. 
Sam. Yes better fir. 

Abra. You lie. 

Samp. Draw if you be menj^re^n^remember thy walking 
blowc. They fight, 

Benno. Part foolcs , put vp your fwords,y ou know not what 
you do. Enter 



of Borneo and Juliet. 

Enter Ttbalt. 

Ttbalt. What art thou drawnc among thefe hartleue hmdesf 
turne thee 3 e»#*/»,looke vpon thy death. 

Benno. 1 do but keepc the peace, put vp thy fwoi'd, 
or manage it to part thefe men with me. 

77£.What drawnc and talkc of pcaccfl hate the word* 
as I hate hell, all Momtagues and thcc: 

Haue at thee coward. , f . 

Enter three or four e Citizen* with Clubs or pArtyfonL 

ojfi. Clubs, Bils and Partifons,flrike, beate them downe, 
Downe with the Capulets, downe with the Mountagues. 

Enter old Capulet in hie gowne, and his wife. 

Capa. What noyfe is this ? giue me my longfword hoc. 

Wife. A crowch,a crowch,why call you for a fword? 

Cap. My fword I fay,old Mount ague is come. 

And florifhes His blade in fpight of me. 

Enter c4/Mountague and his wife. 

Mount. Thou villaine Capulet, hold me not ,let me go. 

M, Wife. 2 . T hou (halt not ftir one foote to feeke a foci • 
Enter Prince Eskales, with his traine. 

Prince. Rebellious fubietts enemies to peace, 

Prophaners ofthis ncighbour-ftayned fteele, 

Will they not heare?whatho,you men, you beaflst 
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage. 

With purple fbuntaines ifiiiingfrom your veines; 

Gn paine of torture from thofe bloudie hands. 

Throw your rriiftcmpered weapons to the ground* . 

And hearethefentenccpfyour moued Prince* 

Three ciuill brawles bred of an ayrie word, 

Bythee old fapulet and cJf/i wntague, 

Haue thrice difturbd the quiet of our ftrects. 

And mad tOjferonas auncicnt Citizens, 

Cart by their graue befeeming ornaments. 

To wie'dold partiz ins,in hands as old, 

Cancred with peace.to part vour cancred hate. 
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Your Iiucs frail pay the forfeit of the peace- 
tor thistime all the reft depart away: 

You Capxlet fball go along with me, 

And Momtaguf come you this afternoone, 

To know our farther pleafure in this cafe: 

To old Free- towne,our common iudgement place: 
Onceraore on paine of death, all men depart. 

Extt 

Mounta. Who fet this auncient quarell new abroach l 
Speake Nephew, were you by when it began? 

Ben. Here were the fetuants of your aduerfarie 
And yours,c!ofe fighting ere I did approach, 

I drew to part them, in the inftant came 
The fierie 7y£<*/r,with his fword prep3rde, 

Which as he breath’d defiance to my cares. 

He fwoong about his head and cut the windes. 

Who nothing hurt withall,hift him in fcorne: 

While we were enterchaunging thrufts and blowes. 
Came more and more, and fought on part and part. 

Till the Prince came,who parted cither part. 

Wife. O where is Romeofyxv you him to day? 

Right glad I am Jhe was not at this fray. 

Benuo. Madam, an houre before the worfhipt Sun, 
PecrdefrfmWp^f^dbtrbRhc Eaft, 

A troubled tnindc driue me to walke abroad. 

Where vndcrncath the groue of Sy ramour. 

That Weftward rooteth from this Citie fide: 

So early walking did I fee your fonne, 

Towards himl-made,buthe was wareofme, 

And ftolc into thecouert of the wood, 

I meafuringhis affeftions by my o wne. 

Which then moft fought,where moft might not be 
Being one too many by my wearie felfe, (found: 
Purfued my humor, not purfuing his, 

And gladly fhunned,who gladly fled from me. 

Momta. Many a morning hath he there bin feene, 









V 



With 



r f f . 



Of l JfOWeo ana ±uwi. 

With feares augmenting the frefr morning* dcawe, 
Adding to cloudes,morc clpwdes.with his deepc lights, 
Butallfo foon^tga^ingSunne, 
sfanheft Eaft begin to draw. 



■Shnuld in i..- :arfj -r- 
The fradie cur tam«from Aurorasbcdy 
Awayfrom light ftcaies honleroy heauie fonne. 
And priuate in his Chamber pehfies hirtifelfe. 

Shuts vp his windbwesjlocks faife day-light out,. 
And makes himfclfean artificiall night : 

Blackc and portendous muft this humor protie, 
VnlcfTe good counfell may the caufc remouc. 

Ben. My Noble Vncle do you know the caufe? 
t jMoun. I neither khow it, nor can learneof him. 
Ben. Haue you importunde him by any tneahes f 
tJAioun. Both by my felfe and many other friends, 
But he is own e affections counfeller. 

Is to himfelfef I will not fay how true) 

But to hirafclfc fo fecret and fo dofe, ' 

So farre from founding and difeotterie, 



As is t hrbfid r bit wi tn an enUiSUsworme, 

Ere he can fpread his fweetc leaues to tli 
Or dedicate his bevrtie to the fame. 

Could we but learne from! whence his forrows grow, 

We would as willingly giue cure as know. 

Enter Romeo. 

Bentt. Sec where hecomesjfopleafcyouftepafide, 

He know his greemnee or be much, denidc. 

Mom. I would thou wert fo happie by thy ftay. 

To hearc true fhrifr,comc Madam lets away. 

1 Exeunt, 

Benuo/. Good morrow Coufin. 

Romeo. Is thedayfo young? ' 

■ 'Ben . But newftrookenine. 

Romeo. Ay me, fad houres feeme long: 

Was that my father thatwenthenccfo faff? 

Ben. It wastwhat fadncflc lengthens Romios houres? 

B> Rom. Not 
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Jfo.Not hauing that, which hauingjniakcs the fhor& 
Ben. Inlouc. 

Rom. Out. 1 
Ben. Of louc. 

Rom . Out of her fauour where I am in Toufc 
Ben. Alas thatlou; fo gentle in his view. 

Should be fo tirannous and rough in proofe. 

Romeo. Alas that louCjwhpfe view is muffled HiD^ 
Should without eyes, fee pathwaiesto his will: 

Where (hall wc.dine?d(nc!whatfray was hetcJ 
Y ct tell meuot, for I haue heard it all: 

Hcres much to do with hate, but more with loue:. 
Why then 6 brawling loue, qlpuing hate, 

O any thing of nothing fir ft created: 

O heauie lightnefle,fenous vanitie, 

■Mifhapen Chaos of welfceing formes, 

Leather of lead, 'bright fmo ke,coJd ficr,ficke health. 
Still waking fleepc that is not what h is* 

This loue fcele I, that fcelc nolqu^inthis,, 

Poeft thou not laugh? 

Bern. No Coze, I rather weepe. ljV - v 
Rom. Good hart at what? > 

Berm. At thy good harts oppre (lion. 

Romeo. W hy fuch islqucstr anfgreffion: 

Griefes of mine ownc lie heauie in my breaft. 

Which tbouwilt propogate to haue it preaft. 

With more of thine, this louc that thou haft ftiowne*. 
Poth ad more griefe.too too much of mine owne. 
Loue is a fmoke made with thTittmeof fighes, 

Being purgd,afi efparklingin louers cies, 

Being vest, a fea nourilht with iouing tearcs,. 

What isit elfe?a madnellcjrooft difcrcetc, 

A choking gall, and a prefetuingfwectc; 

Farewell my Coze. 

Ben. Soft I will go along: 

•And if pulcaite ra* fo,you do me wrong;* 




of^omeo and Tultet • - ^ 

Rm.' TutI haueloft rriy felfe,I am nothere. 
This is not ‘Kj , '» f0 >heesit)ffie other where. 
‘Ben. Tell meinfadnefle,who isthat you o 

what (hall r?ronc and t ell thecr 
Bm G™»^y™*urMU-«on mewho! 
Ro. Afickemaninfadnefle makes his will. 
A word ill vrgd to one that is fo ill: 



Romeo. Well in that hit you mtfle, Ihecl not be hie 
With Cupids arrow, lhc hath Dims wit: 

And in ftrong proofe of chaftitic well armd. 

From loues weakchildiflibow fhclmesvncharttxk 
Shee will not ftayr the fiege of l ouin g tcarmes. 

Nor bide th’incountcr ofaflailirig cies. 

Nor ope her lap to fairi?f‘fedBe»Bg-gold s 
O /he is rich, in bewtiC onely poore, 

That w hen (he dics,with bewtie dies her ft ore. ^ 

#f».Thefhe hath fworn,that fhe wilftilliuechalte? 

Ro. She hath .and in that fpating.makc huge waftes 
For bewtie ft e ru J d with her feueritie. 

Curs bcwtic off from all pofteritie. 

She is toofaire,too wife, wifely too fairc* 

To merit blifte by making me difpaire: 

Shec hath fprfwornc to loue, and in that VOW, 

Po I lme dead, that hue to tell it now. 

Ben. Be rulde by mc/orget to thinkeofhet*. 

%o. O teach me how 1 fhould forget to thinks 
Ben. By giuing libertie vnto thine eyes. 

Examine other bewties. 

R<k Tis the way to call her s (exqaifit) in queftion mor% 
Thele happie maskes that kis fairc Ladies browes, 

Being blackouts vs in mind they hide the fairc: 

He that lsfttooken blind,cannot forget 1 

^ 'V £ a ■■■■■ k Tb* 
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The precious treafore of his ey e-h^ht loft. 

Shew me a miftrcftc that is palhng faire, 

"What doth her bewtie feme but as a note. 

Where I may reade who paft that palling faire: 

Farevvel,thou canft not teach me to forget, 

Ben. lie pay that dottrine^or elfe die in debt. Exeunt 

Enter Capulet.Gwwwe Paris, W the Clownt, * 

Capn. But CMountague is bound as well as I, 

In penaltiealil«c,an(d ns not hard I thinke. 

For men fooldas we to keepe the peace. 

Bar. Of honourable reckoning are you both, 

And pittie tis,you liu’d atods fo.long : 

But now my Lord, what (f y , (9 niy.fuft? 

Capu. But faying ore what l^Ujs ifpid before, ~ 

My child is yet a ftraupger in the world, 

Shee hath not feene the ebaunge of fourteen yeares* 

Let two more Sommers wither in their pride, 

Ere we may thinke her ripe to be a brjde. 

Pari. Younger then fliejirchappie mothers made. , , 

Of”' And too foope tri^tf^rq thofe fo early raade#^!.' ^ ;• 
Eat th hath fwallo wed all my. hopes but ihe, O' - 

Shees the hopeful! Lady ofijiy earth: 

But wooe her gentle Parts her hart, 

( My will to her confont,is but a part. 

And fliee agreed, withiaher (cope of epoife 
Lyes my content, and fitire accorjing yoycc: 

This night I hold, ail old acciiftomd feaft. 

Whereto 1 haue inuited many a gueft: 

Suchas Iloue.and you among the (lore. 

One more,moft welcome makes my number more; 

At my poore houfe,lpoke to bcholdthis night, 

Eai thfi^dt^ftawevthat make darke beaucii light: , 

Such comfort as do luftie youacr men fcelc, 

W hen well app.fre!d Aprill bn the heele, . , , 

Of limping winter treads, cuenfuch delight , ,j* 

Amongfrcfhfennell buds fhalj you thisca^hl 

inherit at my houtejhearc j$l,ajj fee; ° And 




of Borneo and Juliet. 

And like her moft,whofe merit mod (hall bee. 

Which one more vicwjof many, mine being one. 

May ftand in number, though in rcckmng none. 

Come go with me, go fir rah trudgeabout. 

Through faire Verona, (mA thofe perfons out, 

Whofe names are written there,and to them lay , 

My houfe and welcome, on their pleafureftay. ^ 

Seru. Find them out whofe names are writtcn.Hef e it is writ- 
ten, that the fhoo-makcr Ihould meddle with his yard, and the 
tavler with his laft,the filher with hispenfill,& the painter with 
his nets. But I am fent to find thofe peifons whofe names are 
here writ , and can neuer find what names the writing pcrfoia 
hath here writ ( I muft to the learned Jin good time. 

Enter Benualioywd Romeo. 

Ben. Tut man,onc fire burncs out ,an others burning, 

On paine is lefned by an others anguilh, 

Turne giddie,and be holpc by backward turning: 
Onedefperategreefe,cureswithan others languifh: 

Take thou fome new infection to thy eye. 

And the ranckepoyfon of the old will dye. 

Borneo. Your Plantan leafe is excellent for that. 

Ben, ’For what I pray thee? 

"Borneo. For your broken Ihin. 

Ben. Why Romeo^xt thou mad? 

Rom. Not mad, but bound more then a mad man is: 

Shut vp in prifon, kept without my foode, 

Whipt and tormented,and Godden good fellow. 

Ser. Godgigoden,I pray fir can you read? 

Rom. I mine ovvnc fortune in my miferie. 

Ser. Perhaps you haue learned it without bookc: 

But I pray can you read any thing you fee? 

Rom. I if I know the letters and the languages 

Ser. Yee fay honeftly ,reft you merric. 

Rom. Stay follow, I can read. 
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He rcadcs the Letter. 

O Figneur Martino,^” his rvifo and daughtersiCcuntie Anfclcrif 
O and his bewtioHsJifiers: the Lady wtddow of V truuio , Seigneur 
Placentio ^tndhis lonely, Nceces : Mcrcutio andhts brother Va» 
lennnc:mi»eV»cle Capulct his wife and daughters :my fair eNeeet 
Rofaline,Liuia,Se<g»e»r ValentiO,W6« Cofen Tybalt: Luci© 
and the littely Hellcna. 

A fairc alTcmbltCjwhicher ihould they come? 

Ser. Vp. 

“Ro. Whither to fupper? 

Ser. Toourhoufc. 

%o. Whofehoufci 
Ser. My Maifters. 

Ro. Indeed I fhould haueaskt you that before. 

Ser. Now ile tel 1 you without asking.M y maifter is the grear 
rich Capulet , andifyoubenot of the honfc oiAfountagues, L 
pray come and crufh a cup of winc.Rcft y ou mernc* 

Ben. At this fame aunoent fcaft of Gapulets, .'.if m. . 

Sups the fairc Rof aline whom thou fo loues: r->.> . 

With all the admired beauties of Verona, ’"'id- A.. 

Go thither,and with vnatiairited tycf^ 'i 

Compare her face with fomc that I (hall ihow* 

And a crow. 

%o. W henthe deuout religion of mine ey e. 

Maintaines fuch fal(hdS3^Kcnturne tearesto fiers 
And thefe who often drowndc, could neucr die, 

T ranfparent Hercticques be burnt for liers. 

One fairer then my loue,the ai 1 feeing Sun, 

Nerc law her matchjfince firtt the world begun. 

Ben. Tut you faw her faire none elfe being by« 

Her fclfepeyfd with her felfe in eitliereye: 

But in that Chriftall feales let there be waide, 

Your Ladies loue againft fome other maide: 

That I will fhewyou fhining at this feafl, 

And fhe fhall (cant (hew well that now feemes beft. 

£. 0 . lie go along no fuchfight to be fhov\ac. 

Bur 



- and Iuliet. 

, iomt 

Wife. Nurfewher’smydaughterfcall her forth to 

Nurfe. Now by my maidenhead, at twtlue years old 
e erne, what Lamb, what Ladi*-btrd,Godforbtd , 

Where: this GirlEwhat Iuliet. 

Enter Iuliet. 

Juliet. How now who calls? 

Nur. Yottr mother. 

Juli. Madam Iamhcre, what is your wili „ 

W> c e. This is the matter.Nurfe giue leaue a whde.we mutt talk 

inf ere t . Nurfecomebackeagaine, Ihaueremembredmee 0 

thou fehearc our counfel.Thou knoweft my daughters of a pro* 

Nurfe. Faith Icantellher age vnto an hours . 

Wife. Shee’s not fourtecnc.. -y — . 

Nurfe. Ilelayfourteeneofmyteeth , and yet to WfiStnsbe %t 
ffoken , I haste buifo&riifbees notfourt eene. 

How long is it now to Lammas- tide? 

Wife. A fortnight and oddejdayes.. 

Nurfe. Suen or odde, of alldates in they ear e come Lammas Sue at 
Might falfbe befourteen.Sukn and fhe, (ft od reft all (fhriftanfoules, 
Were of an age. IV ell S ufa n w wit h God,fhewas too goodforme : Rut 
eu Jfaid,onLzmn\3S Eueat night fhall fhe be fourteene , that fhall 
fhee marrie, I remember it well . Tfis ffnc&the.Sar-th-quake uovw 

eleuenyeares,andffsewa*weandl neuer fhall forget it,of, all the dates 

of the yearevpon that day : : for I had then laide worme-wsod to my 
dug , fitting in the fun vnder the D oue-houfe wall. Ad y Lord and 
you were then at Mantua, Idoo beare a braine .. But as I faid* 
when it did tafte the worme-wood on the nipple of my dug , and 
felt it bitter, pretie foole, to fee it teachie and fall out with the Dugge.. 
Shake quoth the Loue- houfe , twos no need I trow to bid me trudge: 
and fince that time it is a leuenyeares,for then fhe could ft and hylone, 
nay byth roodeflje could haue run and wadled all about : for euen 
tfte day before. fhe broke her brow #nd then my husband, God be with 
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his foule,a was amerrieman , tooky vp the child, yea quoth heydfffp^ 
fboufativpen thy face? thotnrilt fall backward when thou loaf more 
wit, wilt thou not Iule ? -dud by my holy dam , the pretie wretch teft 
cryingatnd [aid I: to fee now how a leaf Jhall come about : / warrant, 
and l fbould hue a thoufandyearesj neuer fbould forget it : wilt thou 
not 1 ul e quoth he i and pretie foole it flinted,and faid I. 

Old La. Inough of this>l pray thee hold thy peace. 

Nurfe. Tes Madam, yet I cannot chufe but laugh , to thinke k 
fbould leans crying,and fay I: and yet I warrant it had vpon it brow, a 
bump as big as ayoung Cockfels flone: a pcrillous knocf, and it cryed 
bitterly. Tea quoth my husband, fallft vpon thy face , thou wilt fall 
backward when thou cemmef to age : wilt thou not Iule? Itfinted, 
and faid J. ■ . * : . • it . uw 

Ittli. And (lint thou too, I pray thee Nurfe, fay I. f; • ■ f. 

Nurfe. Peace I-haue done i God niarky thee too his grace , thou 
wafl the prettief babe that ere I nurf , and l might hue to fee thee 
married once, I haue my wijb. 

Old La. Marne, that marrie is the very theamc 
I came to talke ofjtell me daughter Juliet , 

How ftandsyour difpofitiom to Remarried.'’ 

Juliet. Itisanhourethatldreamenotof. 



Nurfe. house, were not 1 thine one ly Nurfe f would fay, thou 

hadfl fucktwifedomefrom thy teate. 

Old La. Well thinke of marriage now,ycnger then you 
Herein Verona, Ladies of efleeme. 

Arc made alreadie mothers by my count, 

I was your mother, much vpon thefe yeares 
That you are now amaidc,thus then in btiefe: 

The valiant Paris feckcs you for his loue. 

Nurfe. A man young Lady, Lady, fuch a man as all the world. 

fVhy hees a man ofwaxe. : • ’ . . . ’• 

VVlaLaTZJerjniu bommer hath not luch a flower. 

Nurfe. Nay hees a fewer faith a very flower. 

Old La. What (ay you, can you loue the Gentlemans’ 

This night you fhall behold him at our feaft , 

Rcade ore the volume of young Paris face, 

\ . . And 



ojh Romeo itnd luhct. 

And find delight, writ there with bewties pen, 

Examine euery married hniament. 

And fee how one an other lends content: 

And what obfeurde in this faire volume lies, 

Findc written in the margean t of his eyes. 

This precious booke of loue, this vnbound loue , 

To bewtifie him,oneIy lacks a Coucr. 

The fi(h hues in the fea, and tis much pi ide 
For faire without the faire,within to hide: 

That booke in manies ey es doth fliarc the glorte 
That in gold clafpes locks in the golden (tone: 

So (hall you fliarc all that he doth poflclle, 

B v hauins; him.making your felfe no led c. 
hurfe. No lelleSSy bigger women grow by men. 

Old La. Spcake briefly, can you like aborts loue. 

Juli. lie lookc to like, if looking liking moue. 

But no more deepc will I endart mine eye. 

Then your confent giuesflrength to makefile. Enter Seruwg. 

Ser. Madamthcguefts are come/upper feru d vp,you cald, 
my young Lady askt for ,the Nurfe curft in the Pantne, and c- 

uerie thing in extremitieilmufthence to wait , Ibefcechyou 
follow ftraight. , . n . 

Mo. We follow thee, Juliet the Countie ltaies. 

Nur. Go gvrlc,fecke happie nights to happiedayesj • 

° Exeunt. 

Enter Romeo, Mercutio,Benuolio,w«&/»e or fixe other 
Maskers , torebbearers. 

Romeo. What fliall this fpeech be fpoke for ourexctlfc? 

Or fliall weon without appologief. 

Ben. The date is out of fuch prolixitic, 

Weele haue no £«/>«/, hudwinckt with a skarfe, 

B earing a T artars painted bow of lath, 

Skaring the Ladies like a Crowkeeper. 

But let them meafure vs by what they will, 

Weele meafure them a meafure and be gone. 

%om. G iue me a torch, I am not for this ambling, 

C. 
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Beingbut heauicl will beare the light. 

Afercu. Nay getle Romeo, we mull haue yon dance s 
'K*. Not I bcleeue me, you hauedancing foooes 
With nimble foles,I haue a foule of Lcadc 
So flakes me to the ground I cannot moue. 

Alev. You are a Loudr,borrow Cupids wings, 

And fore with them aboue a common bound. 

Rom. I am too fore enpearccd with bis fhaft,. 

T o fore with his light feathers, and fo bound* 

3 cannot bound a pitch aboue dull woe, 

V nder loues hcauie birthen do Ifincke. 

Horatio. And to fink in it foould you burthen louej. 
Too great oppreflionfora tender thing. 

Rom. Is Ibuc a tenderthing ? it is too iough. 

Too rude,tooboyftrous,and it pricks like t home. 

Afer.lflouc berough witbyou,bc rough with loti* 
Prick loue for pricking, and you bcatc louc downe,, 
Giue me a cafe to put my vifage in», 

A vifor for a vifor,vvhat care I 
What curious eye doth cote deformities: 

Hcrcarcthc beetle browesfoall bluflifor me. 

Bents. Come knock and cntcr,and no fooner in, 
But eucry man betake him to his 1 cgs. 

Ro. A.torcbfor me, let wantons light ofheart 
Tickle the fencclefle rufhes with their heeles : 

For I am proucfBd with a graithfirc phrafe,, 
lie be a candle-holder and looke on, . 

The game was acrefofaire,and I am dum. 
/J/<?/\Tut,duns the moufe,theConftab1es own word 
If thou art dun,wecle draw thee from the mire 
Gr faue you reuerence loue, wherein thou flickefti. • • 
Vp to the eares, come vvc.burne dayhghtho. 

Ro. Nay thats not fo. 
tJMer. Imeanefirindelay 
We vvaftc our lights in vaiue, lights lights by day s: 
Fake our good meaning, for our judgement fits, 



„ e f ronted and Juliet. 

Fiue times in that, ere once in our fine wits. 

%p. And we meanc well in going to this Mass? 

But tisno wit to go. 

• CMer. Why, may one a ke5 

Rom. 1 di eampt a dreamc to night. 

XMer. And (o did I. 

Ro. Well what was yours? 

Mer. That dreamers often lie. 

Ro In bed afleep while they do dream things true. 

Mer. O then l fee Quecrie Mab hath bi n with you: 

She is the Fail ics mid wife,and foe com *s in foape no bigger the 
an A<rotftonc,on the forefinger of an Alderman, drawnewim 
a tecroe of little ottarnic-ouermensnofes as they he afleep : her 
waguofpokes madeof logfpinners !cgs:the couer,oftbe wings 
ofGralhoppersjher traces ofthefmalleft fpider web, her collors 
of the moonfomes watry beams, her whip of Crickets bone, the 
lafo of Philome, her waggoner , a fmall grey coated Gnat, not 
half fo bio; as a round litle vvorme,pridct from the lazic finger of 
a man. Her Chanriot is an emptie Hafel nur,Made by the loyner 
fquirrel orold Grub, time out amind,the Fame- Coatchmakcrs: 
and in this flat e foe gallops nightby night, rhrogh louers brains, 
and thenth- y dreameof iouc.On CoU' tiers knees, that dreame 
on Curfics ftrait ore Lawyers fingers who ftrait di eame on fees, 
ore Ladies lips who ftrait one kifles dream, w hich ott the angrie 
Mab with bliftcrs plagues , becaufe their breath with fweete 
sneates tainted are. Sometime foe gallops ore a Courtiers tiofe, 
and then dreames he of fmelling out a fute.and fometime comes 
(he with a tirhpigsrale,tick1ing aPerfons nofe as a hesafleepe, 
then he dreams of an other Benefice. Sometime foe driueth ore 
a fouldiers neck, and then dreames he of cut ting foi tain throates, 
et breaches, 3mbufcados,fpanifli blades :Of healths fiuefadbme 
deepe , and then anon drums in his eare , at which he flarts and 
wakes, and being thus frighted, fweares a praier ortwo,5cfleeps 
againeuhisi ;that very Mab that plats the manes of hoifes inthe 
slight : and bakes the Elklocks in foule fluttifo haif es , w hich 
<oace vntanglcd,much misfortune bodes. 

C 3 Thi* 
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This is the hag, when maides lie on their backs, 

That preffes them and learnes them firft to beare 3 
Making tKenTwomen otgoodcarhagri i ; 

This is Hie., 

Romeo. Peace, pea ct>Mercutio peace. 

Thou talkft of nothing. 

C JMer. True, I taike of dreames : 

Which are the children ofan idlebraine. 

Begot of nothing but vaine phantafie: 

Which is as thin of fubfhnce as the ayre, 

And more inconftant then the wind who wooes* 

Euen now the frozen bofome of the North: 

And being angerd puffes away from thence, 

Turning bis fide to the dewedropping South. 

Ben.This wind you talk of,blows vs from our felues. 

Supper is done, and vve fhall come too late. 

Ro. I feare too earlie.for my mind mifgiues. 

Some confequence yet hangingin the ftarres. 

Shall bitterly begin his fearfull date, 

With this nights reuels, and expire the terroc 
Of a defpifed life clofde in my breft: 

By fome vile fofreit of vntimely death. 

But he that hath the fiirraggof my courfe, 

Dircft my fure.on lullie Gentlemen, 

Ben. Strike drum. 

They march about the Stage ,and Seruingwen come forth with 

Napkins. 

Enter Romeo. 

Ser. Wheres Potpan that he helpes not to take away ? 

He fhift a trencher, he ferape a trencher? 

I .When good manners fhall he all in one or two mens hands 
A nd they vnwafht too, tis a foule thing, 

Ser. Away with the ioynfl:oolcs,remoue the Courtcubbei t, 
looke to the plate ,good thou,faue me a peece of March-pane, 
and asthouloues me, let the porter let in Sufan Gnnaflone, and 
Nell. Anthonie undPotpan. 

2. I Boy 



of J^omeo and Juliet. 

\er. You ar elookt for, and cald for,askt for, and fought for in 

‘^Wc'c^tbe here and there too,chearely boyes. 

Be brisk a while,and the longer liucr take all, 

Enter all the guefts and gentlewomen to the 
Maskers. 

I CapH. Welcome gentlemen, Ladies that haue their toes 
Vnplagued with Cornes,will walke about with you: 
AhraymiftcfIes,whichofyou all . 

Will now denie to daunce,fbe that makes dainfie. 

She He fwear hath Corns:am I come neare ycnovvf 
Welcome gentlemen, I haue feene the day 
That I haue vvornc a vifor and could tell 
A whifpering tale in a fairc Ladies care: 

Such as would pleafe:tis gone,tis gone,tis gone. 

You arc welcome, gentlemen comejMuntions play* 

C JWttfickjilayes and they dance . 

A hall, a hall,giue roome,and foote it gyrles. 

More light you knaues,and turne the tables vp: 

And quench the fire, the roome is growne too hot. 

Ah firrah,this vnlookt for fport comes well: 
Nayfir,nayfit,good Cozin Capulet, 

Foryouand Iarepaftour dauncingdayes: f 1 

How long ift now fince laft your fclfe and I 
Were in a masker 
2. Capu. Berlady thirtieyeares. 

1. Capu. What mantis not fomuchjtisnotfo much, 

Tis fince the nuptiall of Lucientio: 

Come P entycoif as quickly as it will. 

Some fiueand twentie ycares,and theft wema<kf. 

2. Capu. Tis more, tis more, his fonne is elder fir: 

His fonne is thirtie. 

I. Capu. Will you tell me that. ? 

His fonne was but a ward 2 . yeares ago. 
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Ro. What Ladies that which doth enrich the hand 
•Of yonder Knight? 

Ser. Iknownotfir. 

'Ro. O ffc doth teach the torches to burn brighft 
Itfeemes the hangs vpon the chcckc of night: 

As a rich Jewel in an Ethiops care, 

Bewtie too rich for vfc,for earth coo deare: 

So fhoives a fnovvie Doue trooping with Crowes, 

A-s yonder Lady ore her fcllowes ffovves: 
Themeafure done, He watch her place offtanrl* 

And touching hers, make bleffcd my rude hand. 

Did ray hart loue till now,forfwcarc it fight, 

For I nere faw true bewtie till this night. 

Tibal. This by his voyce, ff uld bea MovmlAine. 
Fetch me my Rapier boy,whatdares the flaue 
Come hither couerd with an antic que face# 

To fleere and fcorne at our folcmnnic? 

Now by the ftocke and honor of my kin, 

To ftrike him dead,l hold it not a fin. 

Cap*. Why how now kinsman , wherefore ftortae 

Tib. V ncle, this is a CJW tttntague our foe: (you fof 
A villamc that is hither come in fpight, 

To fcorne at our folcmnitic this night. 

Cmp. Young Romeo is it. 

Tib. Tuhe, that villaine Romeo, 

Capa. Content thee gentle Coze, let him alone* 

A beares him like a porily Gentleman: 

And to fay truth, Verona brags of him, 

Tube atrertuousand welgouernd youth, - 
I would not for the wealth of all this T owne, 
Herein my houfedo himdifparagement: 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him, 

It is my wilhthc which if thou refpeft, 

Shew a fairc prefence, and put off thefe frownes, 

A n illbefceming femblance for a feaft. 

Ttb. It fits when fucha villaine u agueft, 

Q v 
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He hot endure him. 

Copt*. He fhall be endured. 

What goodman boy, I fay he fhalI,go too* 

Am I »he mafter here or you?go too, 

Youle not endure him, god fhall mend my foule, 
Youlc make a mutinie among my guefts: 

You wil fet cock a hoope, youle be the man, 

Ti. Why Vncle,tisadhamc. 

Capu. Go too, go too, 

You are a fa weie boy, iff fo indeed? 

This trick may chance to fcath you I know what. 
You muff contrarie mc,marric tis time, 

Wellfaid my hearts,youare a princox,go. 

Be quiet, ormore light, more light for fhame. 

He make you quiet(wbat)chearely. my hearts. 

Ti. Patience perforce, withwilfull choller meeting, 
Makes my fleff tremble in their different greeting: 

I will withdraw, but this intrufion fhall 

Now feeming fwect,conuert to bittreft gall. Exit. 

Ro. Iflprophane with my vnworthieft hand, 

T his holy fhrine,the gentle fin is this, 

My lips two bluffing Pylgrims did readie ftarfd, 
Tofmoothethat rough touch with a tender kis. 

/«.Good Pilgrim you do wrog your had too much 
Which mannerly dcuoeion ffovves in this, 

For faints haue hands, that Pilgrims hands, do tuch, : 
Andpalrae to palmcisholy Palmers kis. 

Ro. Haue not Saints lips and holy Palmers too? 
litli. I Pilgrim, lipsthat they mull vfe in praire. 

Rom. O then deare Saint, let lips do what hands do, , 
They pray(grant thou) leaU faith turne todifpaire. 

/«. Saints do not moue,thogh grant for praiers fake. . 
Ro. Then moue not while my praiers effett 1 take, 
Thus from my lips, by thine my fin is purgd. 

Ih. Thehauemy lips the fin that they haue tookc. 
Ro. Sin from my lips, 6 trcfpas fweetly vrgd; 
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Giuememyfinagaine. * 

Inh. Y oue kifl'e bith booke. 

Nur. Madam your . mother craucs a word with you, 
Ro. What is her mother/ 1 
Nurf. Marrie Batcbeler, 

Her mother is the Lady of the houfe, 

And a good Ladie,and a wife and vertUotis, 

I Nur ft her daughter that you tallct withall: 

1 tell you, he that can lay hold of her 
Shall haue the chincks. 

Ro. Is fhea Capu/eti 

0 deare account ! my life is my foes debt. 

Ben , Away begon,the fport is at the beft. 

Ro. I fo I feare.the more is my vnreft. 

(fapu. Nay gentlemen prepare not to-be gonei 
We haue a trifling foolifh banquet towards: l 

Is it ene fo. ? why then I thanke you al 1. 

1 thanke you honeft gentlemen, good night: 

More torches here, come on.then lets to bed* 
Ahfirrah.by myfaie it waxes late, 

He to my reft. 

lull. Come hither Nurfe,what is yond gentleman? 
Nurf. Thefonneandheirc oio\ATybeno. 
lull, Whats he that now is going out of doorc? 
Nur. Marrie that I thiiikebe young Pe&uehio. i 
Iu. Whats he that follows here that wold not dace? 
Nur. I know not. , 

Iuli , Go aske his name, if he be married. 

My grauc is like to be my wedding bed. 

Nurf. His name is Romeo, and a Mount ague y 
The onely fonneof your great enemie. 

luli. My onely loue fprung from my onely hate, 
Too earlie feene,vnknoWne,and knowne too late, 
Prodigious birth of loue it is to mee. 

That Imuftlouea loathed enemie. 

Nurf Whats tis/ whats tis - 



of Borneo and, Iuliet. 

Ju. A rime I learnt euen now 

Of one I danft withall. 

One cal < within Iuliet. 

Nurf. Anon, anon: 

Come lets away, the ftrangers all are gone. 

Exeuuti 

Chorta. Vf, 

Now old defire doth iq his deathbed lie, 

And young afteftion gapes to be his heire, 

That faire for which loue gronde for and would diej 
With tender Iuliet matches now not faire. 

Now Romeo is beloued,and ioues againe. 

Alike bewitched by the change of lookes: 

But to his foe fuppofd he mull complainc. 

And (lie ftealc loues fweete bait from fearful hookes? 

Being held a foe,he may not haue accede 
To breathe fuch vowes as louetsvfe tofweare. 

And ihe as much in-Ioue.her meanes much lefle, 

Tomeeteher newbeloued any where: 

But paflion lends them power,iime meanes to mcetf, 
Tempring extrcmitiics with extreeme fweete. 

Enter Romeo alone. 

Ro, Can I go forward when my heart is here, 

T urnc backe du’l earth and find thy Center out. 

Enter Benuoho with Mercuuo. 

Ben. Romeo, my Cofcn Romeo, Romeo. 

Mer. Heiswiie,andonmy life hath ftolne him home tobc(L 
Ben. He ran this way and lcaptthis Orchard wall. 

Call good UWercutio : 

Nay I !e coniurc too. 

Mer. humours, madman, paffionlouer, 

Ap,ieare thou in the likenefte of a figh, 

Sj eakc bur on rime and l am fatisficd: •» 

Crie but ay mc.prouaunt, bu; loue and day, 

Speake to my gofhip -Venae one faire word, 

One nickname for her purblipd fonne and her# 
kifr ' " c ' D 
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Young (L/fhrttham : Cupid he that (hot (b true. 

When King Cophetm lou’d thebegger mayd. 

He heareth nor, he ftirreth nor, he moucth not, 

The Ape is dead, and I mud coniure him. 

I coniure thee by Rofetlittes bright eyes, 

By her high forehead, and her Scarlet lip, 

By her fine foot, ftraight leg, and quiucring thigh* 

And the demeanes,thatthere adiaceiit lie, "V ' 

That in thy likeneffethbu appearetovs. 

"Ben. A nd ifhe heare thee thou wilt-ahger him.’ 

CMer. This cannot anger him,twould anger him 
To raife a fpirit in his miftrefle circle, . * J * : 

Ofromedrangen.iture.lettirfgit there ftand ' 

Till Hie had laid it,and coniuied ltdownc, 

That were Ibiiie fpight. " ; ! ; . ‘ 

My inuocation is faire & honed:, in his liiiftres name, 

I coniure onelv bnt to raife vp^hifrl . [" J 

Hen. Come, he hath hid himfelfe among thefe trees ; 

To be consorted with the humeious nighr: ft 

Blind is his loue, and befthefitsthe datke. 

Mar. Iflouc be hlindilou^ea-rinbt hitthe mafke,, : ; *. 
Now will he fit vnder a Mcdlcr frer j ; ^ ^ 

And wilh his miftrefie were that kind of finite, • ' , 

Asmaidcs call MedlefS,wfe*n they laugh alone, 

O "Romeo that fire vverevo tbai ihe lv-dre' ■ 

An open, or thou a Poprin Peafc: 

goodnight, ilerc^j r fi‘uck!e b’edy r:;v • * 

This field-bed is too Col4 for- the to (leepe, . ~ 

Come (hall we go? t '' J , d,; 

Ben. Go then, for tis in vaine to feeke hi ruber e 
Thatmcanesnettobe foiihdi Sxit, 

Ro. He icafis at fcarrefihatnduer fetr a'Woutidy-* j i r 

But (oft, what light through- yonder Window breaks^ :J :,Kl 
Jt is the Eaft,and Iutiet is'the Sun. ^r-oetjo >.*,-at - 

Arifc faire Sun and'ldl! theenuioiis Meone-j ■■■'§, < n; ;•*- 

.■Whoijakudi«fi^<ahd-^rite^th greiefe,- J ‘ 
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That thou her tn'aide art far more faire then (h« ; ; 

Be not her maidc fince (he is enuious. 

Her veftall liuery is but fickc and gveene. 

And none but fooles do weare if, call it off: 

It is my Lady ,6 it is my loue,othat (he knew (he WCfy 
She fpeakes, yet (lie faies nothing, what of thati 
Her eye difeourfes,! will anfwere it: 

I am too bold,tis not to me (he fpeakes: 

Two of the faired: ftarres in all the heauen, . 
Hauinglome bufincs to entreate her eyes, 
Totwinckle in their fpheres till they returne. 
Whatif her eyes were there, they in her head, 

The brightHefle of her check wold fhaiiie thofe ftars. 
As day-light doth a lampe,her eye in heauen. 

Would thioughthe.ayrie region dreame fo bright. 
That birds would fing, and thinke it were not night: 
See how (he leanes her cheeke vpon her hand. 

O that I were a glouc vpon that hand. 

That 1 might touch that cheeke. 

/#. Ay me. 

%o. She fpeakes. 

Oh fpeake again’e bright Angel, for thou are 
As glorious to this night being ore my head. 

As is a winged meflenger of heauen 
Vnto the white vpturned wondring eyes, 

Of mortalis that f all backc to gaze on him, 

When he beftrides the lazie puffing Cloudes, 

And fay les vpon the bofome of the ayre. 

lull. O Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Ronteol 
Denie thy father and refufe thy name: 

Or if thou wilt not,be but Iwornc my louc, 

And ile no longer be a Capukt. 

Ro. Shall 1 heare more, or fit all 1 fpeake at thisS 
In. Tis but thy name that is my enemie: 

Thou artthy felfe, though not a Mount ague, 

Whats CWomtagne I it is nor hand nor foote, 
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Nor ar me nor face, 6 be fome other name 

Belonging to a man. • . 

Whats in a name that which we call a rofe. 

By any other word would ftnell as f jvccte. 

So Romeo would wene he not Romeo cald, 

Retaine that deare perfection which heowet* 
Without that tytlc y Romeo doflfe thy name. 

And for thy name which is no pan of thee. 

Take all my felfc. 

%o. I take thee at thy word: 

Call me but loue, and lie be new baptizde, 

Henceforth I neuer will be Romeo. 

IhI'k What man art thou , that thus befehreend ire 
So ftumbleft on my counfel! i ( night 

•Ro. By a name, I know not how to tell thee who I 
My name deare faint, is hateful! to my felfe, ( am : 

Becaufe it is an cnemie ro thee. 

Had lit written,! wou’dtearethe word.. 

Mu Mv eaics haue yet not drunk a hundred wold* 
Of thy tongus tittering, yet 1 know the found. 

Ait thou not Romeo, and a M onntague? 

Ro, Neither faire maide,if either thee diflikeJ 
lull. How earned thou hither, tel me, and wherforel 
The Orchard walls are high and hard to climbc. 

And the’pbcc death, considering who thou art, 

~lf any ofmy kifmenfindtbee here. 

Ro. With loucs light wings did I orcpearch thefer 
'For (Ionic-limits cannot hold loue out, (walls,, 

And what loue can do, that dares loue attempt : 
Therefor e thy kinfmen are no (lop to me. 

In. If they co fee thee, they will murt her thee. _ ■ 
Ro. Alack there lies more pcrill in thine eye, 
Then tsventie their fvvovds'ooke thou but fweetCj, 
■And 1 am proofe againft their enmitie. 

Mu. Iwouldiiot for the world they faw thcehcre* 



of Borneo and Juliet. 

Ro. I haue nights cloake to hide me fro their dcsi 
And but thou loue me,let them finde me here, 

My life were better ended by their hate, 

Then death proroged wanting of thy loue. 

Jii. By whole direction foundd thou out this place? 

R$. By loue that firft did promp me to enquire. 
He lent me counfell, and I lent him ey es: 

I am no Pylar,yct wert thou as farre 
Asthatvaff fhore wafheth with thefartheft fca, 

I Ihould aduenturc for fuch marchandife. 

Iu. Thou knoweft the mask of night is on my face, 
Fife would a maiden blufh bepaint my cheeke, 

For that which thou haft heard me fpeake to night, 
Faine would I dwell on forme,faine,faine y dcnic 
What I haue fpoke, but farweil complement. 

Doeft thou loue mefl know thou wilt fay I : 

And l will take thy word, yet if thou fwearft. 

Thou mated prouc falfc at louers penuries. 

They fay lone laughes,oh gentle Romeo % 

Ifthoudoft loue,pronounce it faithfully: 

Or if thou thinkeft I am too quickly wonne, 
Ilefrowneand bcperuerfc,and fay thee nay. 

So thou wilt wooe,but elfe not for the world* 

In truth faire C Montague I am too fond: 

And therefore thou maieft think my behauior light. 
But truft me gentleman, ile prouc more true, 

Then thofe that haue coyirigto be ftrangc, 

I Ihould haue bene more ftrangc, I mud confefle. 

But that thou ouerheardft ere 1 was ware. 

My trulouepaflion, therefore pardon me. 

And not impute this yeelding to light loue*. 

Which the darke night hath fo dileoucred. 

Ro. Lady, by yonder blcftcd Moone I vow, 

That tips with filuer all thefe frute tree tops. 

In. O fwear not by the moone th’tnconftant moone, 
That monethly changes in her circle orbe,, 
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Lead that thy taiieproue likewise Variable. ‘ 

Ro. Whatfhalli fwedrebv? ■■■'■■jo • 

Iu. Bo not fvvearc at all: 

)Orifthou wilt/wcareby thy gracious felfe, 
Whichisthcgodof myldolatrie, 

And Ilebdeeuetbee. 

%o. If my hearts deareloue. 

In. Well do no t (wear c, although I ioy in thee : 

I haue no ioy oftbiscontraft tonight, 

It is too rafll, too vnaduifdjtoo fudden, 

Toolikc thelightning whichdoth ceafe to bee. 

Ere one can fay ,it lightens, fweete goodnight: 

This bud of loue by Sommers ripening breath. 

May prouc a bewtious floure when next we meete, 
Goodnight, goodnight, as fweete repofe and reft, 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breft. 

O wilt thou leaue me fo vnfatisfied? 
lull What fatisfa&ion canft thou haue to night? 
ifr.Th’exchange of thy loues faithful vow for mine. 
Iu. Igaue thee mine before thou didftrequelt it: 
Andyet I would it were to giue againe. 
j^.Woldft thou withdrawit.for what purpofe loue? 
Ju. But to be franke and giue it thee againe, 

And yet I wilh but for the thing I haue. 

My bountie is as boundlefle as the fea, 

My loue as deepcjthe more I giue to thee 
T he more 1 haue,fcr both are infinite : 

3 heare fome noy fe within.deare loue aduc: 

Anon good nurfc.fwecte Momtague be true: 

Stay but a little,! will come againe. 

Ro. O blefled blelTed night, I am afeard 
Being in night, all this is but a dreame, 

Too flattering fweete to be fubftantiall. 

In . Three words deare Romeo, 3c goodnight indeed* 
Ifthat thy bent of loue be honourable, 

Thy purpofe marriage^fend me word to morrow, 
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By one that ile procure to come to thee. 

Where and what time thou wilt perform* the right, 

And all my fortunes at thy footeile lay. 

And follow thee my L. throughout the world. Madaim 
X come, anon : but if thou meaneft not well, 

I do befecch thee (by andby I come) Madam. 

To ceafe thy ftrifejnd leaue me to my griefe, ; 1 
To morrow will I fend. 

Ro. So thi iuc my foule. 

Iu. A thoufand times goodnight. 

Ro. A thoufand times the worfe to want tliy light, 

Loue goes toward loue as fchooleboyes from their bookes^. 
But loue from loue, to ward fchoole with hcauic look** 

-ii: ;<• Enter Juliet againe.- 

lull. Hill: Romeo hifl,o for afalkncrs voyce. 

To lure thisTafl'el gentle back againe. 

Bondage is hoarfc, and may not fpeake aloude, 

Elfe would I tearethc Cau* where Eccho liesi. 

And make hef ay tie ronguc more hoarfe,thcn 
With rcpetitioit/ofniy Romeo: 

%o. It ismy foule that calls vpon my name. 

How bluer fweete, found louers tongues by night. 

Like fofteft mufleke to attending eares. 

Iu. Romeo. 

Ro. MyNcece. : -r , . ;',sr:i; r- j . : j v/; 

Iu. What a ddeke to morrow . -h os a b •: 

Shall I fend to thee? 

Ro. By the houreof nine;. t . 

Iu. I will not fail*,tis twentie yeare till then, : • >-•: 

I haue forgot why I did call thee backe. - i 

Ro. Letme ftandlreretill tbou remember it.. . f 

Iu. I fhal! forget tohaue thee fliilf ftattd there,. 

Remembring how I loue thy companies . v.. 

Ro. And lie Bill flay, to haue thce flill forger. 

Forgetting any other home but this. ■>,. 

Iu. Tis afmoft morning,! would haue thee gone. 

And yet no farther then a wantons bird* Tfiaf 
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That let; ithopa lit’ehom hishand. 

Like a poore prtfon'erin his twifted giues, 

And with a fiikcn ihrecd, plucks it backc againe, 

So loiiing Iealous of his libertie. 

Ro, I would I were thy bud. 

/«..,Sweete fo would 1, 

Yet I Ihould kill thee with much cherifliing: 

Good nighr, good tfighf. 

Parting u fuchfAceteforrotv, 

That I {hall fay good night .tillit be morrow 
Ju . Sleep dwclvpon thine eyes, peace in thy brcali 
Ro. Would L were fleepe and peace lo fweet to reft , - 
The <neyreydt morne fmiles on the fro wning night, 
Checkring the Eafterne Clouds with ft reaks of light. 

And darknefTefleckted like a drunkard l eelesi 'V' r 

From forth daies pathway,made by Tytans wheeled 
Hence will I to my ghoftly Fnet - clofe cell, 

Hishelpe to craue,andmy dearehapto tell. p 

Enter Trier alone with a basket, vyu (nightf, p 
Fri* The ^reynsved iti&rncfptid5fcS'Cn tn$ frowning 
Checkingthe Eafterne clowdes with ftreaks of light; 

Andfieckelddarknefle like a drunkard recleS, r 

From forth daies path,and Titans burning wheelcs: - 
Now ere the fun aduance his burning eie, *.• 

The day to cheere, and nights dancke dewetodrie, 

I muft vpfill thisofier cageofc.uis, _ 

With balefull weedes,and precious iuyeed. flowers, 
The earth that’s natures mother is her tombe, 

W hat is her bury ing graue, that is her wombe: ( 

And from her wombe children ofdiUe* s kinde, n: , ? J 
We fuckmgon her natural! bofornc finder 

Many for many, vertues excellent: 

None but for fornc^ndyet all different. 

O mickle is the po werfull grace i bat hes 
In Plants, hearbes^toncs, and their true quallmcs s 
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of Romeo and hllet. 

For nought fo vile, that on theeaith doth hue. 

But to the eaith fome fpeciall good doth giue: 

Nor outfit fo good but ftraind froimhat tauevle, 
Reuoltffiom true birth, (tumbling; on abufe. 
Vertueit felfe turnes vice being nrifapplied, 

And vice fometime by action dignified. 

Enter Romeo. 

Within the infant lindeof this wcake flower 
Po\ fon hath refidcnce, and medicine power; 

For this being fmelt with that part, cheats each part, 
Being rafted, ftaies all fences with the hart. 

Twr^fuch oppofed Kings encamp thcmftill. 

In man as w;ell as hearbes, grace and rude will. 

And where the worfer is predominant, 

Fu’l foone the Canker death cates vp that Plant. 

Ro. Goodmorrow father, 
j Fri. Benedicitic. 

What early tongue fo fwcete falutcth me? 

Young fonnejit argues adiftempered bed. 

So foone to bid goodmorrow to thy bed: 

Care keeper his watch in euery old mans eye. 

And where care lodgcs,fltepe will ueucr lye; 

But where vnbrukd youth with vnftuft braine 
Doth couch his lims ; there golden fleepe doth raigne. 
Therefore thy earjineflc doth me aflure, 

Thou art vproufd with foitie diftempraturc; 
Orifnotfo,thenhere I hit it right, 

Gut Romeo hath not bene in bed to night. _ ' 

Ro. That laft is true, the fWeeter reft was mine* 
Fri. God pardon fin,waft thou with Rofahnel 
Ro. With Ro/aline,m\ ghoftly father no, 

3 haue forgot that name, and that names wo. 
FW.Thats my good fon.but wher haft thou bin the? 
Ro. Iletellthceercthouaskeitmeagcn: ; 

I haue bene feafting with mine enemie, 

Yv'hcre on atudden one hath wounded me? 
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Thatsby me wounded both, out remedies 
Within thy helpe and holy phiiicke lies: 

I bearc no hatred blelTcd man: for loe 
My interccllion likewife (leads my foe. 

Fri. Be plaine good fonne and homely in thy drift* 
Ridlingconfeflion,findes butridling fhrifr. 

Ro. Then plainly kno w my harts deare loue is fee 
On the faire daughter of rich Capu/et: 

As mine on hcrs,fo hers is fet on mine* 

And all combind,faue what thou muft combine 
By holy marriige,when and where, and how, 

We met, we wooed,and made exchange of vow- 
He tell thee as we pafle,but this I pray. 

That thou confent to man ie vs to day. 

Fri* Holy S. Framcu what a change is here? 

Is Rof alme that thou didft loue fo deare, 

So foone fotfaken? young mens loue then lies 
Not truly in their hearts, but in their eies. 
lefu Mari *) what a dcale of brine 
Hath walhtthy fallow cheekes fotRofaline? 

How much fait water thrownc away in' wafte. 

To feafon loue, that of it doth not taftc. 

The Sun not yet thy fighes, from heauen cleares 
Thyoldgronesyetringingin mincauncient eares: 
Lo here vpon thy cheeke the (lame doth fit. 

Of an old teare that is not Wafht offy ct. 

If ere thou waft thy felfe.and thefe woes thine, 

Thou and thefe woes were all for %ofalme. 

And art thou chang’d, pronounce this fentence then,. 
Women may fall, when theres no ftrength in men. 
Ro. T houchidft me oft for louing Rofaline. 

Fri. For doting, not for louing pupill mine., 

Ro. And badft me burie loue. 

Fri . Notin agraue,. 

To lay one in an other out tohaue* 

I pray thee chide me not, her I loue now. 
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Xloth grace for grace, and loue for loue allow: 

The other did not fo. 

Fri. O (he; knew well. 

Thy loue did reade bv rote, that could not Ipcll. 

But come young waucrcr ,come go with me. 

In one refpeft ile thy afliftant be : 

Pot this alliance may fo happie proue. 

To turne your houlholds rancor to pure loue, 

Ro. Olct vs hence,lftand on fudden haft. 

Fri. Wifely and flow? they ftumble that run fait. ^ ^ 

Bnter Benuolio anA Mercutio- 

C\fer. Where the deulc fliould this Romeo be ? came hee not 
home to night* 

'Ben. Not to hisfathersjfpokc with his man. 

Mer. W hy that fame pale hard hearted wench, that 

Torments him fo,that he will fure run mad. 

Ben. Tibaltjtht kifman to old Capnlet^ hath fent a letcr to his 
fathers houfe. 

Mer. A challenge on my life. 

Ben. Romeo will anfwcrc it. 

Utti r. Any man that can write may anfwere a letter . 

Ben. Nay,he wil anfwere the letters maifter how he darcs,bc- 

ing dared. . . 

(Jfytercu. Alas poore Romeo , he is alreadie dead, ftabd with a 
white wenches blacke eye , runne through the care with a loue 
fong , the very pinne of his heart , cleft with the blinde 
bowe-boyes but-lhaft , and is hee a man to encounter Ty~ 
bait? 

%o. Why what is Tybalti 

Mer. More then Prince of Cats. Oh hees the couragioui 
captain of Complementsrhe fights as you fing prickfong, keeps 
time,diftance <St proportion, he rcfts,his minum refts, one two* 
and thethird in your bofomc : the very butcher ofa filke but- 
ton, a dualift a dualift, a gentleman o f the very fir ft houfe of the 

E 2 firft 
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firft and fecondcaufc, ah the immoi tall Paflado,the Punto re«. 
uerfo,thcHay. 

‘Ben. The what? 

Aler. The Poxof fuch antique lifpingaffeffingphantacies, 
thefe new tuners of accent : by lefu a very good blade, a very 
tallman,avejy good whore. Why is not cnisa laroetable thing 
graundfir, that vvcHiould.be thus afflifted with thefe ftraungc 
flies: thefe fa tliion- mongers, ihefe pardons mees, who ftand fo 
much on the new forme,, that they cannot fit at eafe on the old 
bench.O their bones, their bones. 

Enter Romzo'. 

Ben. Here Comes Romeo,hetc comes Romeo. 

OMer. Without his Roe, like a dried Hering,Oflefh, flelh, 
how art thou ffhified /now is he for the numbers that Petrgch 
flowed in : Lanra to his Lady , was a kitchin wench , marne^ 
fhe had a better Rue to berirtie her : Dido a dovvdie , CIeoparra N 
a Gipfie, /&//*» and Here, foldings and harlots : Thisbie agrey 
eye or fo,but not to the putpofe. Signior Romeo ,Boniew, thercs 
a French falutation to your , French flop : yougauc vs the coun- 
terfeit fairly laft night. 

Ro. Goodmorrovvtoyouboth, what counterfeit dldlgiuc 
you? / 

Mer. The flip fir,the flip, can you not conceiue? 

Ro. Pardon good Mercutio , mv bufineile was great, and in 
fuch a cafe as mine, a man may ftraine curcefie. ■ , 

M er. T hats as much as to fay, fuch a cafe as yours,conftrains 
a man to bow in the hams. 

Mo. Meaning to curfie. 

M 'Thou haft mod kindly hit it. 

Ro. A mofl curtuous expofition. 

Aler. Nay I am the very pinckofcurtefie. 

Ro. Pinck for flower. 

Mer. Right, 

Ro. W hy then is my pump well flowerd. 

Mer. Sure wit follow me this ieatl, now till thou haft worne 
out thy pfirop,th.it when the Angle foie of icis vvorne , theicaft 
may rstnaine after the wearing, foly Angular, 

O 
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Ro O fin?,le foldi ieaft,folie Angular for the finglencfle. 

Ofer. Come betweene vs good Bennolto^ rhy wits faints. 

%p. Swits and fpurs,fvvits and fpurres,or ile crie a match. 

Otter. Nay, if our wits run the wildgoo'e chafe, I am done: 
For thou hafl more of the wildgoofe in one of thy wits , then I 
am fure 1 haue-in my w hole fiue. Was I with you theie for the 
goofe? 

Ro. Thou waft neuer with me for any thing, when thou waft 
not there for th.t goofe. 

Mer. I vyill bite thee by the eare for that icaft. 

Rom. Nay good goofe bite not. 

Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter f.veeting.it is a moft ftiarp fawcc. 

Rom. And is it not then well fertrd in to a fwcete goofe? 

Otter. Oh heresawit of Cheuerell , that ftretches from an 
ynch narrow, to an ell broad. 

Ro. 1 ftretch it out for that word broad, which added to the 
goofe, proues t hee farre and wide a broad goofe. 

Mer. Whv is not this better now then groning for Joue.now 
art thou fociable,now art thou Romeo : now art thou what thou 
art, by art as well as by nature , forthis driuelingloueis likea 
great natural! that runs lolling vp and downe to hide his bablc 
in a hole. 

"Re'n. Stop there, flop there. 

Otter. T hou defireft me to ftop in my tale againft the haire. 

Ben. Thouwouldfl etfehauc made thv tale large. 

Mer. O thou ai t deceiu’djl would haue made it fhoit, for I 
was come to the whole depth of my talc , and meant indeed to 
cccupie the argument no longer. 

Ro. Hceres goodly gearc. • Enter Nurfe and her man. 
Afayle,afayle. 

M er. T wo two, a Ihcrt and a fmockc. 

Nur. 'Peter : 

’Peter. Anon, ", , 

A / ur. M) fan Peter. 

; Mer. Good Peter to hide her face, for her fans the fairer face. 
iV«r, Godyegoodmorrow Gentlemen. 

E 3 Mer. God 
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Mir. God ycgooddenfairc gentlewoman. 

Nur. I s it good d en? 

Mer. Tis no lefle I tell yee,fqxtlie bawdie hand of the dyal, 
is now vpon the prick of noonc. 

Nur. Oat vpon you, w hat a man arc you? 

Ro. One gentlewoman, that God hath made,himfelf to mar. 
Nur. By my troth itiswellfaid>for himfelfetomar quotha? 
Getlcmc ca any of you tel me wher I may find the yor\» Romeo} 
Ro. I can tell you, but young Romeo will be older when you 
haue found him, then he was when you fought him : I am the 
youngeftofthat name, for fault ofa worfe. 

Nur. You fay well. 

/bter.Yea is the worft wel,very wcl took.ifaith, wifely, wifely, 
Nur. Ifyou be he fir, I defirc fome confidence with you. 
Ren. She will endite him to fome fupper. 

Mer* A baud, a baud, a baud. So ho. 

Ro. What haft thou found? 

.Afer.Na harefir,vnlefteaharefirinalenten pie, that isfome- 
thing ftalc and hoare ere it be fpent. 

An old hare hoarc,and an old hare hoare is very good mcate in 
lent. 

But a hare that is hore,is too much for a fcorc,whenit hores ere 
it be fpent. 

Romeo, mil you come to your fathers? wcelc to dinner thither. 
‘Ro. I will follow you. 

t Mer. Farewell auncient Lady, farewell Lady, Lady, Lady. 1 

Exeunt. 

Nur. Iprayyoufir,whatfawcie merchant was this that was 
fo full of his roperie? 

Ro. A gentleman Nurfe, that loues to heare himfelfe talke, 
and will fpcake more in a minute, then hec willftand too in a 
tnoneth. 

Nur. And a fpealce any thing againft me, He takehim downe, 
and a wereluftierthenheis , and tvrentic Inch lacks : and if I 
cannot,i!e finde thofc that fhall : feuruie knaue, I am none 
of his flut t gills .1 am none of his skaines mates, and thou muft 
- ° :: ' (land 
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ftand by too and fuffer euery knaue to vfe me 'at his plea- 
furc. 

Pet. I faw no man vfe you at his pleafuretif I hid, my weapon 
fhuld quickly haue bin out: I warrant you, 1 dare draw aftoone 
as an other man,if I fee occafion in a goodquat cl,& the law on 
my fide. 

Nur. Now afore God, I am fb vext,that euery part about me 
quiuers, skuruic knaue .-pray you fir a word: and as I told you, 
mv young Lady bid me enquire you out, what fhe bid me fay, I 
will keepetomy fcife:but firftlet me tell ye, if ye fhould leade 
Kerin a fooles paradife ,as they fay, it were a very grofle kind of 
behauior as they fay: for the Gentlewoman is yong: and there- 
fore, if you ftiolfld deale double with her , truly it were an ill 
thing to be o fired to any Gentlewoman, and very wcakc dca- 
lmg. 

Rom. Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady and Miftrefte J pro- 
teftvnto thee. 

Nur. Good heart , and y faith I wil tel her as ruuch:Lord,Lord 5 
fhe will be a ioyfull woman. 

Ro, What wilt thou tell her Nurfe? thou dooeft not marJce 
me? 

Nur. I will tell her fir, that you do proteft, which as I takeif* 
is a gentlemanlike offer. 

•fo.Bid her deuife fome means to come to fhrift this afternoon,. 
And there fhe fhall at Frier Lawrence Cell 
Be fhrieued and married:here is for thy paines*. 

Nur. No truly fir not a penny,. 

Ro. Go too, I faj' you (hall. 

Nur. This afternoone fir, well fhe fhall be there.. 

Ro. And (lay good Nurfe behinde the Abbey wall,. 

Within this houre my man (hall be with thec, 

And bring thee cordes made like a tackled ftayre. 

Which to the high topgallant of my ioy, 

Muft be my conuoy in the fecret night. 

Farewell betruftie,and i!e quit thy paines s 
Farewel, commend me to thy Miftrefte.- 



Nur, Noif 
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Nur. Now God in heauen b.'eflc thee,harke you fir. 

Ro. What faift thou my deareNurfe? 

Nur. Is your nun fecret,dtd you nerc here fay, two may keep 

counfell putting one away. 

Ro, Warrant thee my mans as true as ftecle. 

Nur. Well fir, my Miftrcfleis the fweeteft Lady, Lord, Lord, 
when twas a litle prating thing. O there is a Noble man in town 
one Pfc*, that would faine lay knife aboord: but fhe good Joule 
had as lecue fee a rode, a very tode as fee him : I anger her fome- 
times, and tell her that Pam is the properer roan, but lie warrant 
you, when 1 fay fo,flie lookes as pale as any clout in the verfall 
world, doth nocR.ofemarieand Romeo begi^ boUi with a let- 
tcrf 

Ro. I Nurfe.what of that ? Both with an R± 

Nur. A mocker chats the dog, name R. is for the no, I know 
it begins with (ome other letter , and fhe hath the pi etiell fen* 
tentiousofit,ofyou and Rofemaiie,that it woukldo you good 
toheareit. 

Ro. Commend me to thy Lady, 

Nur. I a thoufand times Peter. 

Ret. Anon. , 

Nur. Before and apace. ' 

Exit* 

Enter Iuliet. / , 

lu. The clocke ft tooke nine when I did fend the Nur fe, 

In halfe an houre fhe promifed to returne. 

Perchance flic cannot meete him.thats notfo: 

Oh fhe is Umejoues heraulds fhould be thoughts, 

Which ten t imes fatter glides then the Sum beames, 
Driuingbacke fhadowes ouer lowring hills. 

Therefore do nimble piniond doues draw Joue, 

And therefore hath the wind fwife Cupid, wings; 

Now is the Sun vpon the highmoft hill, 

Of this dayes iourncy,and from nine till tweluc, 

Is there long houres,yet file is not come, 

|iad fhe attentions and warnte youthfull bloud, 
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She would he as fwift iii motion as a ball, 

JVIy words would bandic her to my fweete loue. 

M. And his to me, but old folks, manyfain as they werdead* 
Vnwieldie,flowe,heauie,ind pale.aslead, i,. 

Enter Nftrfio 

O God fhe comes, 1 © bony Nurfe what newest 9 
Haft thou met with him ? fend thy man away. 

Nur. Peterday atthegate. , 

lu. Now good fweete Nur/e, O Lord, why looked thou fad# 
Though newes be fad, yet tell them merily. 

If good, thou fhameft the muficke of fweete newes, 

By playing it to me, with fb fower a face, 

Nur. I am a weai ie,giue me leauc a while, 

Fie how my bones ake,what a iaunce hauc I ? 

lu. I would thou hadft my bones, and I thy newest 
Nay come I pray thee fpcake,good good Nurfe fpeakc, 

Nur. Icfii what hafte,can you not ftay a while? 

Do you not fee that I am. out of breath? 

In. How art thou out of breath,whcn thou haft breatfe 
To fay tome, that thou ait out of breath? 

The excufc that thou doeft make in this delay, 

Is longer then the tale thou doeft excufc. 

Is thy newes good or bad? anfwerc to that. 

Say ei ther, and ile ftay thecircumftance; 

Let me be fatisfied,ift good or bad? 

Nur. Welbyou hauc made afimple choyfc , you know noe 
how to chufe a man : 'Romeo, no not he though his face be bet- 
ter then any mans, yet his leg excels all mens, andforahand 
and a foote and a body,though they be not to be talkton , yee 
they are paft compare : he is not theflower ofeurtefie , butile 
warrant him, as gentle as a lamme : go thy wayes wench , ferae 
God.Whac haueyou dindeat home? 

In. No,no.But all this did I know before. 

What fayes he of our marriage, what of that? 

Nur. Lord ho w my head akes,what a head haqe If 
& beates as it would fall in twenticpeeces,, 

Uf 
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My back a tother fide, a my backe* my bafcke: 

Befhrcwe your heart for fending me about 
to catch my death with iaunfing vpartd downc. 

Jn. lfaith I am forrie that thou art BO t well. 
Sweete,fwcete,fwectc Nurfe,tcH me what fay es my loue? 

Nttr. Your loue fa yes hke an horicft gentleman, 

An a Courteous, and a kinde,and a handfome. 

And I warrant a vertuom, where is your mother? _ ^ 

Ih. Where is my mother, why fhe is within, wher iliuld Incbci 
How odly thou replieft: • , 

Your loue fay es like an honeft gentleman, 

Where is your mother? 

Nur. o Gods lady deare* 

Arc you fo hot.marriecomc vp I trow. 

Is this the po iritis for my aking bones: 

Henceforward do your melfages your felfe. 
jn. Herts fuch a coylc,comc what Cues %omeol 
Nur. Haue you got leauc to go to fhrift to day ? 

Ju\ lhaut.% 

JV'ar.Then high you hence to Frier Lawrence Cell, - 
There ftay es a husband to make you a wife: 

]S!ow comes the wanton bioud v.ptnyour checkcs, • < 

Theilebc in fcarlct ftraightar any newes: 

Hiey ou to Church,! mui> an other, way, 

To fetch a Ladder by the which vour leus 
Muftclimbe a birds neaft fooric when itisdaike, 

3 am the drudge, a ml toyleinyom delight:. ^ 

But youflialLbeare the burthen fbone at night. 

Co lle to dinner, hie you to the Ceil.:. 

htli. Hie to nighfortune, honeft Nurfe farewell. 

Exeunt-, 

Enter Frier ^WRomeo. 

Fri. So fmile the heauens vpon this holy aft, 

That after houres,withforrow chide vs not. 

Ro. Amen, amen, Butcome what fotrow can, 

J« cannot counteruaiietloeexchange of toy 

■ s — ■ . ’• ' JB* 
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That one fliortminotc g«ues mem her fights ^ 
p 0 fhou hut clofpour hands with holy words, 

Then loue- deuoui ing dcsthdo what he oaio» 
Itisinough 1 may hut cali ber mine, 

Fn. Thefe violent delights haue violent etirfes, 
And m their triumph did ike fier and powder s - 

Which as they kille confumc. The fweeieft honey 
Jsrlpathfofflie uilusown© deiicioufnefte, 

And in the tafteconfoundesthe appetite. 

Therefore loue moderately, long loue doth fo, 

Too fw ift at liue s,as tardie as tooflowe. 

Enter\vX\zt. 

Here comes the Lady ,Oh fo light a foot® 

Will nere weare out the euerlafting flint, 

A leu r may beftride the goflamours. 

That > deles inthe wanton fommer ayre. 

And yet not fall.fo light is vanitie. 

/«. Goodeuentomyghoftlycon r eflbr. 

fri. Romeo fhall thanke thee daughter for vs botk 
lu. As much to hiro.elfe is his thankes too much. 
Ro. Ah Iuliet, if die meafure of thy toy 
Be heapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 
Toblafon it, then fweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour ay rc and let rich muficke tongue, 
Vnfold the itmgind happines that both 
Rcceiue in either,by this deare encounter. 

Ih. Conceit more rich in matter then in words,- 
Brags of his fubftance.not ofornament. 

They are but beggci f that can count their worth, 
B.ut my true loue is growne to fuch cxcefle, 

I cannot fum vpfum ol halfe my wealth. 

Fri. Come, come with me, and we will make fhort 
For by your leaues 5 you (hall not ftay alone, (workSe 
Till holy Church incot porate two in one* 



The moft lamentable Tragedie 

Enter Mercutio 3 Benuolio,4ad men. >' ): 

3t». I pray thee good Mercntio lets retire. 

The day is hot,thc Capels abroad : 

And if wc meete we fhall not feape a brawle, for now thefe hot 
<daies,is the mad bloodftirring. 

Mer. Thou art like one of thefe fellowes,that when he enters 
the confines ofaTaucrne, claps me his fword vpon the table 
and fayeSj God fend me no reed of thee : and by the operation 
ofthe fecond cup, draws him on the drawer, when indeed there 
is no need. 

Ben. Am I like fuch a fellow? i, : -- l' 

c Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Iackc in thy moode as 
any in halts : and affoone mouedtobc moodic , and afioon* 
snoodie to be moued. 

Ben. And what too? 

Men Nay and there were two fuch , we fhould'haue none 
Shortly , for one would kill the other : thou, whythodwilt 
quarell with a man that hath a haire more, or a haire leflein his 
beard, then thou haft : thou wilt quarell with a man for cracking 
Nuts, halting no other reafon,but becaufe thou haft hafel eyes: 
what eye,but fuch an eve wold fpie out fuch a quarrel?thy head 
is as full ofquarelles, as an eggeis full of meate, and yet thy 
head hath bene beaten as addle as an egge for quarelling: thou 
liaft quareld with a man for coifing in the ftreete , becaufe hee 
hath wakenedthy dogge that hath laine afleep in the fun.Didft 
®hou not fall out wi; h a taylor for wearing his new doublet be- 
fore Eafter,with anorherfor tying his new ifiooes wilbolde ri- 
band, and yet thou wilt turer me from qUarcIling? 

•’ Ben. And lwcrefoapttoqiiareirasfhou art,ariymanfhoxild 
buy the fee-fimple of my life for an houre and a quarter. 

Mer. Thefee-fimple,ofimple. •; «. 

; Enter T ybak,Petrtichio, andothers, 

Ben. By my head here comes the Capulets.. 

Mer. By my heele I care not. i * 1 
Tybalt. Follow me clofe,for 1 will fpeake to them. 
;, €kntleme%Good den,avrord .with one of you*. 

’^ v; ' • r ~' v 



' , of Ifynieo and luTiet, 

Mer. And but one word with one of vs, couple it with fome- 
thing,makeita word and a blowe. , ^ 

Ttb. Y ou ifiall find me apt inough to that fir, and you wil gitie 
me occafion. , 

CWercu. Could you not. take fome occafion without gi» 
wing? /n ■ (V. . . i. ■ r - r i . ,y . 

Tyb. tMercutio,thou conforteft with Romeo. 

Mer. Confort,what doeft thou make vs Minftrels? and thou 
make Minftrels of vs,looke to hear nothing but difeords: heeres 
my fiddlefticke, heeres that fiiall make you daunce:zounds con« 

•' 'iff. 

Ben. We talke here in the publike hauritofmen ; ; 

Either withdraw vnto fome pritjate place. 

Or reafon coldly of your grceuances: 

Or elfe depart, here all eyes gaze on vs. 

Mer. Mens eyes were made to looke,and let them gaze. 

I will not budge for no mans pleafure I. 

Enter Romeo. 

Tyb, Well peace be with you fir, here comes my man- 
Mer. But ile be hangd fir if he weare your liucrie: 

Marrie go before to field, heele be your follower, 

- Your worlhip in that (enfe may call him mail. :, x 

Tjb. Romeo yh<t loue I beare tbee.can affoord 
No better termc then thisithou art.a villainc. 

Bo. Tybalt Toe. reafon that! haue to loue thee. 

Doth much excufc the appertaining rage 
To fucha greeting : villaine am J none. 

Therefore farewell, I fee thou knoweft me nor, \ <x . : 

_ ^ Boy, this fhall not excufc the injuries 
That thou baft done me,therefore turne and draw* 

Bo. J do proteft Iflcuer irtiutied thee, 
Butlcuetheebetterthenthon canft deuifer 5 y -, : j: • i;J , 
i Jlltnou {halt knowthc realbnofmy loue, v I; 

And io good Capulet, which nameltenderi 

AsdearelyasmmeGwnejbefatisficd. ; 

- cr ’ 0 calmcjdtfltonourablc^ile fubmiffion t ’ 

tj Atk 



T1?e mo ft Immtabk TmgcdU' 

'4,/ttLx fytcatkokten&itQWVfi • . . ' ' :I 
JT tbalt.you ratcatcher, will you wa ke? 

: Tik What would A thou haue with mef * 

M. Good King of Cats , nothing but one of your nine liueij 
tb -f-1 meane to make bold Aithall , andasyou fhall vle msc 
hereafter dne beate the rert of the eight. Will you pin eke you* 
fword out of his pitcher by tbe earetf make hafte, leauminebe 
about your ea es ere it be out. 

Tib- Tam for you. 

Rom. Gcfule C\tercntio thy Rapicrvp. - - 

Mer. Coroe fir, your Paflado. 

Rom. Draw Benudliobezic downe their weapons, t ’ ; ^ 

Gentl emcn, for (hatne forbeare this outrage, 

Ttba.lt f-Mercutio , the Prince exprefly hath 
Forbid this bandying in Veronaft. rcetes, 

Hold Tybalt , good CMerctttio. : ■m yn ?«s W •* ■ / • T 

. ; ion i 

oAway Tybalt. 

Mer. Iamhu ! 't. 

A plague a both hoti(es,I am (ped, » - 
Is he gone and hath nothing. 

Ben. VV hat art thou hurt? 

<JMer I, I,a feratch ,a (cratch .marrte tis irioiign, 

Where is my Pagefgo villaine, fetch a Surgion. 

Ro. Courage man^bc hurt cannot be much. 

Mer. No us not fo deepe as a well » nor fo wide as a Church 
doorc.but tisinoughjtwill ftrueraske for me tomorrow, and you 
fhall finde me a graue man. I am peppered I wai rant , for this 
world, a plague a both your houfes, founds a dog, a tat, a moult, 
a cat, to leratch a man to death: a braggart, a rogue, a villaine, 
eh if fights by the book of iiithnaatabki why the deulecaffle you 
bet vecne vrfl was bus* vijderyswirarme. 

R«. 1 thought all tor.thcBeft...t: • 
tLMer. Helpe me into fomehoufe Bambt c 



vffymzo and lultel • ‘ T 

Orl fliall faint, a plague a both yoor houfes* • nr; 
T hey haue made wormes meate of mei ; ' j i; : b (( 

I haue lt^ndfoundly, to your houfes. 
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Ro. This Gentleman the Princes. fteareaHci wi 
My very friend hath got this mortaM fiftt -irliu.n . ' • \.%x .. 
In my behalfe, my reputation flaijld^ iron 

With Tybalts (launder, that an hourc 
Hath bene ray Cozen, Ofweetc /*/«/, S: ^thvit rh l 

Thy bewtie hath made me effeminate. 

And in my temper foftned valours fteele*- -sm\i 

•'vt'.i . 'f!?- or 3-t7 3th 'W .* 

Benuolio* 

. .... i rill • «o- 9 BtfM 7 . r >r*T V’ ' 

Ben. O T^otnet^Remee, hr auc CMerchtio is dead, ji.. 

That gallanr fpirit hath afpir’d th- Clpwdes, . 

Which tooimtiraely betc-djd fcorse thc.«flrth. J ' ■ ;• ; 

ft?.This dayes blacks fate^n modaies dotlvdepcd. 

This but begins, thewq others muff end. , ... 

Ben. Here comes the furious Tybalt backe againc. 

Ro. He gan in triumph an d CMercutio flame* ;;t , - 
Away toheauen,Tel^?)ftiueJ?fiitie», $dorfw,wm; 

And fier iuriejbe my conduit now, \r- d 

Now Tybalt take the villaine back* againe, v 
That late thou gaueft me, for Menutmfouic - 

T but a little way aboue our- heads* ' s i - . ; 

Staying for tbhK tioikeepe himicompame: . 

Either thou or !,orboth,roufl ge-yt kh him. , T , : • 
Ty.Thou wretched boy that <iidfi cofort him h ctcp 
Shalt with him hence. • > d; ■ 

Ro. This fhall determine that. 

The]Figbt.^ifo$tf*Ueu j £ , . 

Ben. 5c*w«,awayb.egonej-r 1 ; j.- ; ;r 

The Citizens are vp,ano T^^^ai&e, I ' ,j 
Stand not amazed, the Prince wil dpome thee death? 

Jf then* art takendiencc bt- goueaway^ 

'* V O 
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i Y %e mjf lamentable T*)‘dge$e 

%o. O I am fortunes fbole, i f: " f fj 

"Ben. why doft thou ftay! — "■**■■■', o ,.:u • 

, u . ; « ^ Romeo. I 
- Enter Citizens. 

Citti. Which w ay ran he that kitd Mercntiel '■■> i .1 
Tybalt that routhercriUifecfrway rarihc?£ :t '* hr;»n . m. / , { >\ 
Ben. There lies that Tybalt-.' ioju-. ; f 

Citi. Vpfir,go with the: 

I charge thee in the Piind*$ y m »»• - i : 

Enter Prince, aide Mount* gue,CaputeCj - ! -n : : 
their roiaeianJl-aM. h3iMioi-v<jrr;4 ■ uni ui\ 

- Erin. Where are the vile beginners of this fray? 

Ben. O Noble Prince, l can difcotier alii 
The vnluckic mannage of this fatall brail, 

There lies the man fUirie by young %emeo t • 

That flew thy kifsnah, braiie foterttdio. r. 

Capu. Tyb*6fflf€<s£m$ my brothers child* i rh V 

Q Evince, C) Cdziffii husbandj O thefbloijd is Ipild • ri f. 

Of my deare kifman, Prince as thou art true, 

For bloud of ours, fhead bloud of Mount ague. - ■ ’• 

O Cozin,CozHn 1 

Prin. Benuolio, who began 1 this bloudiefray ? uid ' * . 

Ben.Tybalt here (lain, i^hofe ’Romeos hand did flay* v/r. j?rA ' 
Romeo that (poke him’ fake, hid him bethinke r l 'r\v j 

How nice the quarell ; was,and vrgd withall 
Your high difplcafure all thiSvttcred, ^ i 

With gentle breath, calm look, knees humblyEowed ' - - > ;? 
Could not take truce witH ^he^ntbly fplcene • * * 

Of Tybalt cieafe fo peace ,buf that he tilts 
With piercing fteelc at boldMw^fw bread," *> ?*•' - l 

Who all as hot, turnes deadly poync to poy nt, 

And with a Martiall fcomc,with one hand beates 
Cold death afide^nd with the other fends wr- u- .s'l 
It backe to Tybalt , whofe d exter itie 
Retorts xtyRomeo he cries aloud, _ bf-wrr'. 

Hold friends, friends jpart,<m! fwiftcrihcn his tongue, . 



of Borneo and Juliet. 

His a^ed arme beates downe their fatall poynts, 

And twixt them rulhes, vnderneath whofe arme* 

An enuiousthruft from Tybalt, hit the life 
Of flout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled, 

But by and by comes backe to Borneo, 

Who had but newly entertaind rcuenge, 

And toote they go like lightning, for ere I 
Could draw to part them, was flout Tybau flame: 
And as he fell, did Romeo turne and flie, 

This is the truth, or let Benttolio die. 

Ca. JVi. He is a kifman to the CMomtague, 
Affe&ion makes him falfe, he fpeakes not true: 

Some twentie of them fought in this blackc flrifc, 
And all thofe twentie could but kill on e life. 

I beg for Iuflicc which thou Prince mufl giuc: 

Romeo flew Tybalt, Romeo mud not liue. 

Prin. Romeo flew him, he flew Atfercutio , 

Who now the price of his deare bloud doth owe. 

Captt. Not Romeo Prince,he was M ercutios friend. 
His fault concludes, but what the la w fhould end, 
The life oiTybalt. 

Prin. Arid for that offence, 

Immediately we do exile him hence: 

I hauean interefl in your hearts proceeding: 

My bloud for your rude bra wles doth lie a bleeding 
But ile amerce you with fo flrong a fine. 

That you fhall all repent the lo lie of mine* 

It will be deafe to pleading and excufes, 

¥ or teares, nor prayers fhall purchafe out abufes« 
herefove vfe none, let Romeo hence in haft, 

Elfe when he is found, that houre is hislaft. 

Bearc hence this body, and attend our will, 

Metcie but murders, pardoning thofe that kill* 



i Enter Iulict alone. 

Gallop apace, youfierie footed fteedes* 



Exit 



*H)C mft lamentable Tragedte 

T oward s P hcebm lodging, fuch a wagoner ^ 

As Tbaetan would whip you to the weft. 

And bring in clowdic night immediately. 

Spread thy clofe curtaine loue- performing night. 

That runnawayes eyes may wincke.and Rome* 

Lcape to thefe armcs,vntalktofand vnfcenc, 

Louers can fee to do their amorous rights. 

And by their owne bcwtics,or if leue be blind. 

It beft agrees with night, come ciuill night, 

Thoufoberfurcd matron all in blacke. 

And learne me how toloofc a winning match, 

Plaide for a paire of ftainleffe maydenhoods. 

Hood my vnmand bloud bayting in my checkes. 

With thy blacke mantle, till ftrange loue grow bold, 

Tbinke true loue a-fted fimpJe modeftiet 
Come night, come Romeoy come tliou day in night. 

For thou wilt lie vpon the winges of night, 

. Whiter then new fnow vpon afUtrens backe: 

Come gentle night, come lcuing black browdnighfc 
Giueme my Romeo , and when I fha'ldic, 

Take him and cut him out in little ftar: es, 

And he will make the face cf heauen fo fine. 

That all the world will be in loue with ni^ht* 

And pay no worfhip to thegarifh Sun. ° 

O I haue bought the manfion ofa loue, 

But not poffi.fi it, and though I am fold. 

Not yet enioyd,fo tedious is this day, 

As is the night before fomc feftiual 1, 

T o an impatient child that hath new robes 
And may not wcare thcm.O here comes my Nurfei 

Enter N ttrfc with cor&s. 

And file brings newes, and euery tongue that fpeaks 
but Romeos .name, fpeakes hcauenly eloquence : 

Now Nurfe, what ncwesfwhat haft thou there*, 

1 he. cords that Romeo, b id thee fetch? 



af^omedandMef. 

Nur. 1,1, the cords. , 

/*. Aymc what newsrivhy doft thou wring thy hadsf 
Nnr, A wcraday,hees dead, hecs dead, hces dead, 
We are vndone Lady, we are vndonc. 

Alack the day dices gone, hecs kild,he« dead* 

Ju. Can heauen be fo cnuiousJ 
Nur. Romeo an t 

Though heauen cannot. O Romeo ,Romeoy 
Who cuer would haue thought it Romeo f 
Itt. What diucll art thou that doft torment me thus? 
This torture fhould berored in difmall hell, 

Hath Romeo flame himfelfc? fay thou but I, 

And that ba re vo well I fhali poy fon more 
Then the death arting eye of Cockatrice, 

I am not 1 ,if there be fuch an I. 

Or thofc eyes (hot, that makes thee anfwere I s 
If he be flaine fay I, or ifnot,nb. 

Briefe, founds, determine my wcale or wo. 

Nur. I faw the wound, Ifaw it with mine eyes, 

God fauc the marke.hcre on his manly breft, 

A piteous coarfe, a bloudie piteous coarfe. 

Pale, pale as afhes,all bedawbdein bloud. 

All in goarc bloud,I founded at the fight. 

Ih.O break ray hart, poore banckroUt break at ooce s 
T o prifon eyes,ncre looke on libcrtie. 

Vile earth too earth refigne.cnd motion here. 

And thou and Romeo preffc on heauie bearc. 

Nur. O Tybalt, Tybalt, xhc beft friend I had, 

O curteousTy^Ajhoneft Gentleman, 

That eucr I lhould liucto fee thee dead. 

Iu t What ftorme is this that blowcs fo contraries 
Is Romeo flaughtred? and is Tybalt dead. ? 

My dcareft Cozen, and my d earcr Lord, 

Then dreadfull T rumpet found the gcncralldoomee 
For who is lining, if thofe two are gone? 
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TJ?e rnoft tamentahle Tragedk 

Nur. Tybalt is gone and Romeo baniftied, 

%omeo that kild him he is baniftied. 

Mi. O Romeos hand fhcad Tibalts bloud? 

It did.it did, alas the day.it did. 

Nur. O ferpent heart hid with a flowringfacc. 

Iu. Did eucr draggon keepe fo faire a Cauc? 
Bewtifull tirantjficnd angclicall : 

Rauenous douefeatherd raue, wolutftiraucning lamb#. 
Dcfpifed fubftance of diuineft fliowc: 
luft oppofite to what thouiuftly feem’ft, 

A dimme faint, an honourable villain e : 

O nature what haclft thou to do in hell 
When thou didft bower the fpiritofa fiend. 

In mortal! paradife of fuch fweete flefti ? 

Was cuer bocke containing fuch vile matter 
So fairely bound? 6 that deceit ftiould dwell 
In fuch a gorgious Pallace. 

Nur. The'res no truft.no faith, no honeftie in men. 
All periurde.all foXworne,all naught,al! diffcmblers. 
Ah wheres my manfgiue me fome Aqua-vitae: 

Thefe griefs, thefe woes, thefe forroevs make me old. 
Shame come to Romeo. 

Iu. Bliflerd be thy tongue 
For fuch a wifh.he was not borne to ftiamc: . 

V pon his brow fiiamc is alham’d to fit: 

For tis a throane where honour may be crownd 
Sole Monarch of the vniuerfal earth. 

0 what a bcaft was I to chide at him? 

Nur. Wil you fpeak wel of him that kild your cozing 
Iu. Shall I fpeake ill ofhim that is my husband ? 

Ah poormy lord, what tongue iha! fmooth thy name* 
When I thy three lioures wife haue manglcdit? 

But wherefore villaine didft thou kill my Cozin ? 
That villaine Cozin would haue kild my husband: 
Backc foolifh teares.backe to your natiue fpving, 
Your ti ibutaiie drops belong to woe, 




tftymtoandMiet. 

Which you miftaking offer vp to ioy, uv ■■ 

Mv Husband hues that would haue flame. 

And Tybalts dead that would haue flam my husband : 
AH this is comfort, wherefore weepe I then i 
Some- word there was,worfer then Tybalts death 
That murdred me, I would fofget it faine, 

But oh it prefles to my memorie, 

Like damned guiltie deeds to finners mindcs, 

Tybalt is dead and Romeo baniftied: 

That bani(hed,that one word baniftied, 

Hath flaine ten thauhndTybalts-.Tybalts death " * 
Was woe inough if it had ended there : 

Or if fower woe delights in fellowihip, 

And needly will be ranckt with other griefes. 

Why followed not when fhe faid Tybalts dead, 

Thy father or thy mother.nay orboth, 

Which moderne lamentation might haue moued, 
But with a reareward following Tybalts death, 

Rome o is baniftied :to fpeake that word. 

Is father, mother, 

All flaine, all dead: Romeois baniftied. 

There is no end, no limit, meafure bounds 
In that words death.no words can that woe found. 
Where is my father and my mother Nurfe? 

Nur. Weeping and way ling ouer Tybalts courfe. 
Will you go to them? I will bring you thither. 

/w.Wafti they his wounds with teares? mine fhall be 
When theirs are dric.for Romeos bamftiraent. (fpent, 
Takevp thofecordcs, poore ropes youarcbcguilde. 
Both you and 1 for Romeo is exilde: 

He made you for a highway ro my bed, 

But I a maide,dic maiden widowed. 

Come cordesjcome Nui fe,il c to my wedding bed, 
And death not Romeo t take my maiden head. 

Nur. Kie to your chamber, He finde Romeo 
T o comfort you, I wot well where he is: 

G z 



The moft lamentable TragecHs 

Harke ye, your Romes will be here at night, 

He to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell. 

/#. O find him,giue this ring to my true Knight, 

And bid him come, to take his lad farewell. 

Exit, 

Enter Frier and Romeo. 

Fri. Romeo come forth, come forth thou fearcfull man, 
Alflitftion is enamourd of thy parts: 

And thou art wedded to calamitie. 

Ro, Father what ncwcs?what is the Princes doome* 
What forrow crauos acquaintance at my hand, 

That I yet know not* 

Fri. Too familiar 

Is my dare fonne with fuch fowte companie? 

I bring thee tidings ofthe Princes doome. 
itoWhat lefle then doomesday is the Princes doome ? 

Fri. A gentler iudgement vanilht from his lips. 

Not bodies death, but bodies banilhment. 

Rom. Ha, banilhment? be mcrcifull, fay death: 

For exile hath more terror in his looke, 

Much more then death, do not fay banilhment; 

Fri. Here from Verona art thou banilhed: 

Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

Ro. There is no world without Verona walls,' 

But purgatorie, torture, hell it fclfe: 

Hence banilhed,is blanilht from t he world. 

And worlds exile is dcath.Then banilhed. 

Is death, miflcrmd, calling death banilhed. 

Thou curd my head off with a golden axe. 

And fmiled vpon the flroke that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly fin, 6 rude vnthankfulnes, 

Thy fault our law calls death.but the kind Prince 
T aking thy part.hath rulht afidc the law, 

And turnd chat blacke word death to banilhment. 
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of tymed and Juliet 

This Is deare mereie,and thou feed it not. 

Ro. Tis torture and not mercie,hcauen is her# 
Where Juliet liues,and eucry cat and dog, 

And litle moufc,euery vnworthy thing 
Liue here in heauen,and may looke on her. 

But Romeo may not.Morc validities 
More honourable (fate, more courtlhip liues 
In carrion flies,then'R<ww«:theymay fcare 
On the white wonder of deare Inltets hand. 

And ftealc immortall bleflingfrom her lips, 
Whoeueoin pure and vedallmodeftie 
Still blulh,as thinking their owne kifies fin. 

This may fly es do, when I from this mult flie. 

And fayed thou yet, that exile is not death* 

But %omto may not, he is banilhed. 

Flies may do this,but I from this mud flie: 

They are freemen,but I am banilhedv 
Had A thou no poyfon mixt,no lharpe ground knife* 
No fudden meane of death, though nerefo mcanc. 
But banilhed to kill me:Banilhed? 

0 Frier, the damned vfe that word in hell: 

Howling attends it, how had thou the heart 
Being a Diuine,aghodly ConfciTor, 

A fin obfolucr,and my friend profed, 

To mangle me with that word banilhed? 

Fri. Then fond mad man, heare me a little fpcakco 
Ro. O thou wilt fpeakc agairre of banilhment. 

Fri. lie giue thee armour to keepe off that woref* 
Aduerfirics fwcctc milke, Philofophie, 

1 o comfort thee though thou art banilhed* 



'■eyes* 

Fri. Ret 



et banii nedJhang vp philofophie* 

V nlelTc Philofophie can make a Juliet, 
Difplant a towne,reuerfc a Princes doome* 
It nelpes^not, it preuailcs not.talke no more* 
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fri. Let me difpute withthee ofthy e^ a ^ c * 

^o.Thou canft not fpeak of that thou doft not feele, 
Wert thouas young as \ Juliet thy loue. 

An houre but married , Tybalt murdered, 

Doting like me, and like me baniihed, 

Then mighteft thou fpeake» 

Thenmightft thou teare thy hayre. 

And fall vpon the groundas I do now. 

Taking the meafure of an vnmade graue. 

Enter NurJe,andknocke. 

Fri. Arife one icnobks, good Romeo hide thy lelffic 
Ro. Not I , vnlefte the breath of hartfteke grones, 
Myft-like infold me from the fearch of eyes. 

They k^tocke. 

fV/.Hark how they knock(whofe there) Romeo arife, 

T hou wilt be taken, flay a while, ftandvp, 

Sind knock; 3 ; ■ 

Run to thy ftudie by and by , Gods wiU 
What fimplenesis this ? I come,! come. 

Knocke. . 

Who knocks fo hard?whececome you? whats your wifi? 
Enter Nttrfe, . 

Nur.ltt me come in,and you fhal know my errant! 1 1 
1 come frqm Lady luliet. 

Fri. Welcomethen. 

Nttr. O.holy Frier, O tell me holy Frier, 

Wheres my Lady es Lord? whercs Romeo ? 

Fri. There on the ground, 

With his ownctcares made drunke. 1 

Nur. O he is euen in my miftrefle cafe, 

Juft in her cafe. O wofull fimpathy: 

Pitiousprediccament^eucnfo lies ihc, ^ 

Blubbring and weepingjweepingand blubbrmg, 
Stand vp.ftand vp,ftand and you be a man, pr ; 

For Iulieti fake, for her fake rife and ftand: 

Why fliould you fall into fo deepe an 0 ? 

Rom. Natfe. ■“ 
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' jfur. Ah fir, ah (ir, deaths the cad of aH. 

Ra. spakeft thou of Iu/ietrhovt is it with hcnf 
Doth not flic thinke me an old murther cr, 

Now I haueftaind thcchildhood ofour ioy, - 
With bloud remoucd,but little from her ownc? 

Where is ftiefand how doth fhefand what fayes 
JVly conccald Lady to our canceld loue? 

Nttr. Ohfhe fayes nothing fir, but weeps and weeps, 

And now falls on her bcd,and then ftarts vp, 

And Tyknlt calls, and then on Romeo cries, 

And then downe falls againe. 

Ro. As if that name fhot from the deadly leucll of a gun. 
Did murther her, as that name* curfed hand 
Jvlurderd her kinfman.Oh tell me Frier, tell me, 

In what vile part of this Anatomie 

Doth my name lodge?T dime that I may fackc 
The hatefull manfion. 

Fri. Hold thy defperate hand: 

Art thou a man. ? chy forme cries out thou art: 

Thy teares are womani(h,thy wilda&s deuotc 
The vnreafonable func of a beaft . 

Vnfecmcly woman in a feeming man, 

And ilbefeeming bead in feeming both. 

Thou haft amaz’d me. By my holy order, 

3 thought thv dtfpofition better temperd. 

Haft thou fbine Tybalti wilt thou fley thy felfe» 

And fley thy Lady,that in thy life lies. 

By doing damned hate vpon thy fclfe? 

Why ray left thou on thy birthf the heauen and earth? 
Since birth, and heauen, and earth all three do meet, 

2n thee at once, which thou at once wouldft loofe. 

Fie, fie, thou fhameft thy fhape,thy loue,thy wit. 

Which like a Vfurer aboundft in all: 

And vfeft none in that true vfe indeed. 

Which fhou'd bedecke thy ftiapc,thy louc,thy wit: 

Thy Noble fibape is but a forme of waxe, 
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Digrefling from the valour ofa man, 

Thy deare louefwornebut hollow pcriurie. 

Killing that loue which thou haft vowd to chcrifh. 

Thy wit, that ornament, to fhape and loue, 

Mifhapen in the conduct ofthem both: 

Like powder in a skilletfe fouldiers fiaske. 

Is fetafier by thine owne ignorance. 

And thou difmembred with thine owne defence* 

What rowfe thee man, thy luliet is aiiue, 

For whofe deare fake thou waft tut lately dead. 

There art thou happie,7)^/t would kill thee, 

But thou fleweft Tib alt, there art thouhappie. 

The law that threatned death becomes thy friend, 

And turnes it to exile, there art thou happic. 

A packe of bleffings light vpon thy backe, . 

Happines courts thee in her beft array*. 

But like a mifhaued and fullen wench, 

Thou puts vp thy fortune and thy loue : 

Take heede,takehcede,forfuchdie miferable; 

Go get thee to thy loue as was decreed, 

A feend her chamber, hence and comfort her: 

But looke thou ftay not till the watch be fet, 

For then thou canft not pafte to Mantua, 

Where thou fhalt liue till we can find a time 
T o blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends. 

Beg pardon ofthe Prince and call thee backe, 

Withtwentie hundred thoufand times more ioy 
Then thou wentft forth in lamentation. , 

Go before Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haften all the houfe to bed. 

Which heauie for row makes them apt vnto,. 

Romeo is comming. 

Nur . O Lord,! could haue ftaid here all the night, 

T o hearc good counfell , oh what learning is ; . 

My Lord-, ile tell my Lady you will come. 

Ro. Do fo,and bid my fyveyte prepare to chide. 

. v Nht, Here; 

7 ' . — - 



of^omed zmdhlict. 

X U r. Here fir, a Ring fhe bid me giue you fits 
Hie you,make haftjfor it growes very 'late. 

Ro. How well my comfort is reuiu’d by this. 

Tri.Go hcce, goodnight, & here Hands al your ftatc: 
pither be gone before the watch be let, 

Or by the breake of day difguife from hence, 
Soiourne \x\CMantua$t find out your man. 

And he Lhall fignifie from time to time, 

Euery good hap to you, that chaunces here: 

Giue me thy hand,tis late.farewelkgoodnight, 

Ro. But that a ioy paft ioy calls out on me. 

It were a griefe,fo briefc to part with thee : 

Farewell. 

Sxeuttt. 

j Enter old Capul ctjoiswife and Paris. 

Ca. Things haue falnc out fir fo vnlnckily, 

That we haue had no time to moue our daughter, 
Looke you, flie lou’d her kinfman Ty halt dcarely 
And fo did I. Well we were borne to die. 

Tis very late,lheelc not come downc to night: 

1 promife you, but for your companie, 

I would haue bene a bed an houre ago. 

Paris. Thefc times of wo aftoord no times to wooe: 
Madam goodnight, commend me to your daughter. 

La. I will,and know her mind early to morrow* 
To night fhees mewed vp to her hcauincs. 

Ca. Sir Tatit,l will make a defperate tender 
Of my childcs loue:I thinke fhe will me rulde 
In all refpefts by me:nay more, I doubt it not. 

Wife go you to her ere you go to bed, 

. Acquaint her here, of my fonne Taxis loue, 

And bid her,marke you mei on wendfday next. 

But foft,what day is this? 

Pa. Monday my Lord. , 

Ca. Monday, ha ha, well wendfday is too foone, 

A thutfday let it be,a thurfday tell her 

H 2 
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She fhall be married ro this noble Earle: 

Will you be ready ?do you like this hafte? 

Well,keepe no great ado, a friend or two. 

For harkc you, Tybalt being flaine fo late, 

It may be thought we he'd him carelefly 
B c ing our kmfman,if we reue il much : 

Therefore weele haue feme halfe a doozen friend.'. 

And there an end, but what fay you to Thurfday? 

Paris. My Lord, I would that thurfday were to morrow- 
Ca. Well get you gone, a T hurfday be it then: 

Go you to Iuliet ere you go to bed, 

Prepare her wife, againft this wedding day. 

Farewell my Lord,light to my chamber ho. 

Afore mee,it is fo very late that. wee may call it early by and by, 



Goodnight. 



Exeunt, 



Enter Romeo And Iuliet Aloft. 

In. Wilt thou be goneflt is nor yet neare day :• 

It was the Nightingale, and not the Larke, 

That pierft the fearefull hollow of thine care, 
Nightly flic fings on yond Pomgranet tree, 

Belceuc me loue,it was the Nightingale. 

Rom. It was the Larke the herauld of theraorne. 
No Nightingale,lookc loue what enuious ftreakes 
Do lace the feueringcloudes in yonder Eaft: 

Nights candles are burnt out, and iocand day 
Stands tipto on the myftie Mountaine tops, 

I muft be gone and liue,or flay and die. 

In. Yond light is not daylight,! know it I: 

It is fome Meteor that the Sun exhale, 

To be to thee this night a Torch-bearer, 

A nd light thee on thy way to Mantua. 

Therefore ftay yet,thou needft not to be gone. 

'Ro. Let me be tane,let me be put to death, 

Tfaro content, fo thou wilt haue it fo. 

Be fay yon gray is nouhe the morning* eye. 



of tymeo and Iuliet, 

Tis but the pale reflex of CtntbiM brow. 

Nor that is not the Larke whofe noates do beat* 

The vaulti e heauen fo high aboue our heads, 

1 haue more care to flay then will to go : 

Come death and welcome,/#/^ wills xt fo. 

How ifl rny foulc? lets talke it is not day. 

Iu. It is, it is, hie hence be gone away: 

It is the Larke that fings fo out of tune, 

Straining harfh Difcords,and vnpleafing Sharpes, 

Some fay, the Larke makes fwcetc Diuifion : 

This doth pot fo : for fhe diuideth vs. 

Some lay the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes, 

O now I would they had ebangd voycestoo : 

Since armc from arme that voyce doth vs affray,. 

Hunting thee hence,vvith Huntfup to the day. 

0 now be gone, more light and light it gtowes, 

Romeo. More light and light , more darkc and darke ous 
woes. 

Enter Madame and Nurfe, 

JTur. Madam, 

Iu, Nurfe. 

Nur.Yout Lady Mother is cupiing to your chaber. 

The day is broke, be wary,!ookc about. 

Ms. Then window let day in, andlet life out. 

Ro. Farewell, farewell, one kifle and lie defeend. 

In. Art thou gone fo loue,Lord,ay husbandjfriendj 

1 muft heare from thee cuery day in the houre, 

For in a minute there are many dayes, 

0 by this count I fhall be nsuch in year«s, 

Ere I againe behold my Romeo. 

R cm. Farewell: 

1 will omit no opportunity. 

That may conuey my greetings loue to thee. 

Jn. O thinkft thou we (hall eucr roeete againef 
Rom. I doubt it not, and all thefe woes fhall feme 
For fweete difeourfes in our times to come* 
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Ro.Q God I haue anill diuiningfoulc. 

Me thinkesl feethcenow.thouartfolowcj 
Asoncdeadin thcbottomeofa fombe, 

Fuller my eye- fight failcsjor thou looked pale. 

Rom. And trull me loue,in my eye fo do you: 

Drte forrow drinkes our bloud. Adue,adue. 

Exit. 

In. O Fortune, Fortune, all men call thce fickle. 

If thou art fickle, what doff thou with him 
That is rcnowmd forfaithfbe fickle Fortune: 

For then I hope thou wilt not kcepc him long) 

But fend him backe. 

Enter Mother . 

La. Ho daughter, are you vpj 

Its. Who ift that calls? It is my Lady mother. 

Is fhe not d.owne fo late or vp fo early? 

Whatvnaccuffomd caufe procures her hither i 
La. W hy ho w now Iulieti 
In. Madam I am not well- 
La. Euermot e weeping for your Cozens death? 

What wilt thou wafh him from his graue vvith tcarcs? 

And if thou couldfl,thou couldft not make him liue: 
Therfore haue done,fome griefe fhewsmuchoflouc. 

But much of greefe,lhe wes ftill fome want of wit. 

In. Yet let me weepe, for fuch a feeling lode. 

La, So fhall you feele the Idfle.but not the friend 
Which you W'ccpe for. 

In. Feeling fo theloffe, 

I cannot chufe but euer weepe the friend. 

La. W el gy tie, thou wcepft not fomuch for his death. 

As that the villaine hues which flaughterd him. 

In. What villaine Madam? 

La. That fame villaine %omeo. 

In. Villaine and he be many miles a funder : 

God padon,I do with all my heart: 

And yet no man like he # doth greeue my heart* 

La. That 
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La, That is becaufc the Trayfor murderer liuee* 

In. I Madam from the reach of thefe my hands: 
Would none butl might vengc my Cozensdeath. 

La. We will haue vengeance for it, feare thou no t c 
Then weepe no m ore, I le fend to one in Mantua, 
Where that fame bannifht 1 unnagate doth liue. 

Shall giue him fuch an vnaccuftomd dram. 

That he fhall foone kcepc Tybalt companie: 

And then I hope thou wilt be fatisfied. 

In. Indeed Fncuer fhall be fatisfied 
With Romeo , till I behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart fofor akinftnan vext: 

Madam if you could find out but a man 
To bearc a poyfon.I would temper it: 

That Romeo fliould vpon rcceit thereof, 

Soonc fleepe unquiet. O how mybeavt abhors 
To heare him namde and cannot.cqme to him, 
Towreakethelouel bore my Cozen, 

Vpon his body that hath-flaughtetd him. 

Mo. Find thou the mea.ns,and lie find fuch a man# 
But now ile tell thee ioyfull tidings Gyrle. 

In. Andtoy comes well in fuch a needic time. 
What are they, befeech your Ladyfhip? 

M. Wcll,well,thou hafl: a carefull father child,. 
One who to put theefromthy heauines, 

Hath forted out a fudden day ofioy, 

That thou experts not ,nor I lookt not for. 

In. Madam in happic time, what day is that? 

Af. Marrie my child, early next Thurfday morne, . 
The gallant,young,and Noble Gentleman, 

The Countie Paris at Saint EPeters Church, . 

Shall happily make thee there a ioyfull Bride. 

In. Now by S. Peters Church,nnd Teter too. 

He fhall not make me there a ioyfull Btidc. 

I wonder at this haffc,that I muft wed 
Ere he that fhould be husband comes to vvooc: 
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1 pray you tcH my Lord and father Madam, 

1 will not marric yet, and when ldo, I fweare 

It (hall be Romeo, whom you know 1 hate 
leather t hen Paris > thefe are newes indeed, 

CM. Here comes your father ,tell him fo your felfc: 

And fee how he will take it at your hands. •* ; : 

Enter Capulet ana 1 Nurfe. 

Ca. When the Sun fets, the earth doth drifle dcaw, 

But for the Sunfet of my brothers fonne, 

It rains downrighc.How now a Conduit girlc, What ftiH in tears 
Euermore fho wring in one litle body? 

Thou countefaits. A Barkeja Sea, a Wind: 

For (fill thy eyes, which I may call the fea, 

Do ebbe and flowe with tcarcs.the Barkc thy body is: 

Sayling in this fait fIoud,the windes thy fighes. 

Who raging; with thy tiiares and they with them. 

Without a foddenealme will ouerfet 
Thy tempeft tofled body .How noVv wife, 

Haue you deliuered to her our decree? 

La. I fir, but fhe willinone, ihe gitie you thankes, 

I would the foole were married to her graue. 

Ca. Soft take me with you, take me with yOu wife. 

How will fhe none. ? doth fhenotgiue vs thanks.* 

Is fhe not proud?doth fhe not count her blcft, 

Vnworthy as fhe is, that vve haue wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bride* 

It*. Not proud you haue, but thankful that you haue; 

Proud can I neuer be of what I hate. 

But thankfull etoen for hate,that is meant loue. 

C«.How,ho w',howhow',chopt lodgick, what is this? 

Proud and 1 thanke you, and 1 thanke you not. 

And yet not proud miftfdflfc minion you? 

Thanke me no thankings,nor proud me no prouds. 

But fettle your fine Ioynts gainft Thurfday next, 

To go with Paris to Saint Peters Church: 

Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 



'w 



of Borneo andMiet 

Out you grecne fickneffe carrion, out you baggage, 
You tallow face. 

La. Fic,fie,whatareyoumad? 

It*. Good Father, I befeech you on my knees, 
Hcare me with patience, but to fpeake a word. 

Fa. Hang thee young baggage, difobedient wretch, 
I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thurfday, 

Or neuer after looke me in the face. 

Speake not,replie not, do not anfwcre me. 

My fingers itch,wifc, we fcarce thought vs blcf^ 
That God had lent vs but this onely childe. 

But now I fee this one is one too much, 

A nd that we haue a curfe in hauing her: 

Out on her folding. 

Nur. Godinheauenblcflcher: 

You are to blame my Lord to rate her fo. 

FW.And why my Lady wifdome,hold your tongue, 
Good Prudence (matter, with your goffips go. 

Nur. Ifpeakcnotrcafon, 

Father, o Godigcden, 

May not one fpeake? 

Fa. Peace you mumbling fool e, 

V tter your grauitie ore a Gofhips bowlc, 

For here wc need it not. 

W*. You are too hot. 

Fa. Gods bread, it makes me mad, 
^ a yj n 'S^ lt »houie, tide, time, worke, play. 

Alone in companie,ftill my care hath bene 
T o haue her matcht,and h auing now prouided 
A Gentleman of noble parentage, 

Of faire demeanes,youthfulland nobly iiand, 
Stuftasthey (ay,with honourable parts, 

Propottiond as ones thought would wifh a man. 

And then to haue a wretched pulingfoole, 

A whining mammet,in her fortunestender, 

To anfwere,ilenot wed,I cannot loue: 

I am too young,! pray you pardon me. 
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But and you will not wed, ile pardon you. 

Graze where you will, you fhall not houfe with me, 

Looke too’t, thinke on’t, I do not vfe to ieft. 

Thurfday is neare, lay hand on hart* aduife. 

And you be mine, ile giue you to my friend, 

And you be not, hang, bcg,ftarue, dye in the ftreeis. 

For by my foule ile nere acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine fhall ncuer do thee good ; 

Trufl too’t, bethinkeyou, ile not be forfworne. 

Eiciti. 

Iu. Is there no pittie lifting in the cloudes 
That fees into the bottome ofmy greefe ! 

O fweet ray Mother caff me not away, 

Delay this marriage for a month, a weeke, J 

Orifyou do not, make the Bridall bed 
In that dim Monument where Ttbalt lies* 

Mo. T alke not to me, for i'e not fpeake a word, 

Do as thou wilt, for I haue done with thee. 

Exit. 

1h. O God, oNurfe, how fhall this be preuented? 

My husband is on earth, my faith in heauen, - 
How fhall that faith returne againe to earth, 

V nleffe that husband fend it me from heauen, 

By leauing earth ? comfort me, counfaile me : 

Alack, alack, that heauen fhouhl pra&ife ftratagems 
V pon (o foft a fubieft as my fclfe. 

What fayft thou, haft thou not a word ofioy ? 

Some comfort Nurfe. 

Nttr. Faith here it is, Romeo\shzm(hc& and all the world to 
That he dares nere come back to challenge vou: (nothing, , 

Or if he do, if needs muff be by ft: alth. 

Then fince the cafe fo Hands as now it doth, 

2 thinkeit heft y ou married with the Countie, 

O hces a louely Gentleman: 
r Romos a dilliclour to him, an Eagle Madam> 

Hath not fo greenc, fo quick, fofaircan eye 
Ai Earn hath, befhrow my very hart,. 
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f Ainke Vou are happic in this fecond match, 

For it excels your firft,or ifit did not, 

Your firft is dead,or tvvere as good he were, 

As lining here, and you no vfe of him. 

/«. Speakft thou from thy heart? 

Nur. And from my foule too,elfc befhrcw them both 
Iu. Amen. 

fa Well thou haft comforted me maruellous much, 

Go in.and tell my Lady I am gone, 

Hauing difpleaf’d my father, to Laurence Cell, 

To malce confefsicn,and to be obfolu d. 

Nttr. Marric I will,andthisis wifely done. 

Iu. Auncicnt damnation^ mod wicked fiend. 

Is it more fin to wifh me thus forfworne. 

Or to difpraife my Lord with that fame tongue. 
Which fire hath praifdchim with aboue compare, 

So many thoufand times ? Go Counfcllor, 

Thou and my bofome henceforth fhall be twaine: 
lie to the Frier to know his remedie. 

If all elfc fade, my felfe haue power to die. 

Exu. 

Enter Trier and Comtie Paris. 

Fri. On Thurfday fir : the time is very fhort. 

Par. My Father Capulet will haue it fo. 

And I am nothing flow to flacke his hafte. 

Fri. Y ou fay you do not know the Ladies minded 
Vneuen is the courfe,! like it not. 

Par. Immoderately fheweepes for Tybalts death. 
And therefore haue I little talke of loue. 

For Venus fmiles not in a houfe of teares. 

Now fir, her father counts it daungerous 
That fire do giue her forrow fo much fways 
And in his wifedome haftes our marriage. 

To flop the inundation of her teares. 

Which too much minded by her fclfc alone 
May be put from he* by focietie. 
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Now do you know the rcafon of this bafte. 

Fri. I would I knew not why it fhould be flowed. 
Looke fir,hcre comes the Lady toward my Cell. 

EnterlvXitt.. 

Pa, Happily met my Lady and my wife. 

In. T hat may be fir, when I may be a wife; 

Pa. That may be,muft be loue, on Thurfday next. 
la. What muff be fha 11 be. 

Fri. T hats a cercaine text. 

Par. Come you to make confeffion to this Father l 
Iu. To aunfvuere that, I fhould confefie to you. 
Pa. Do not denie to him, that you loue me. 

Ia. .1 will confefle to you that I loue him. 

‘Par. So will ye, I am fare that you loue me. 

In. If I do fo, it will be of more price. 

Being fpokc behind your backe, then toyout face. 
Par. P oor fou'.e thy face is much abufde with tears,. 
In, The teares haue got fmall vnftorie by that, * 
For it was bad inough before their fpighf. 

P<«.Thou wrongft ic more then tears with that report; 

In. That is no flaunder Gc,wbich is a truth. 

And what I fpake,l fpake it to uny face. 

Pa. Thy face is mine, and thou haft flandred it.. 

In. It may be fo.for it is nor mine owne. 

Are you at leifur e,hoiy Father now, 

Or fhall Icometo you atcuening Mafic? 

Fri. My leifure femes me pen fine daughter now,. 
M> Lord we nuift entreate the time alone. 

‘Par. God Lhie 1(1,1 fhould difturbe deuotion, 

Met, on Thurfday early will I rowfeyee, 

Till then adue,andkeepe this holy kifle. 

Exit. 

In. O fhutthe doore, and when thou haft done fo, 
Come weepc with me, pail hope, paft care,paft help. 

Fri. O lnliet I already know thy greefe, 

It ftraines me paft the compafte of my wits, 

I hcare thou muft, and nothing may prorogue it, 
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On Thurfday next be married to this Cowrie. 

In. Tell me not Frier,that thou heareft of this, 
ynlcfte thou tell me, how I may preuent it: 

Ifin thy wifedome thou canft giue no hclpe, 

Do thou but call my refolution wife. 

And with this knife ile helpc it prefently. 

Godioynd my heart, and Romeos thou our hands 
And ere this hand by thee to Romeos feald: 

Shall be the Labell to an other deed, ¥ 

Or my true heart with trecherous rcuolf, 

Turne to an other, this (ball fley them both: 
Therefore out of thy longexperienft time, 

Giue me fome prefent counfell, or behold 
Twixt my extreames and me, this bloudie knife 
Shall play the vmpeere, arbitrating that. 

Which the commiflion of thy yearcs and art. 

Could to no iffuc of true honour bring: 

Be not fo long ro fpcake,I long to die, 

Ifwbat thou fpeakft,fpeake not of remedie. 

Fri, Hold daughter, I do fpie a kind of hope. 
Which craues as defperate an.execution. 

As that is defperate which we would preuent. 

If rather then to marrie Countic Paris 
Thou haft the ftrength of will to ftaythy felfe, 

Then is it likely thou wilt vndertakc 
A thing like death to chide away this ftiame, 

That coapft with death, himfelfe to fcape fi om it: 
Andif thou dareft, lie giue thee remedie. 

In. Oh bid me leape, rather then marrie P arts, 
Fromofthc battlements ofany Tower, 

Or walke in theeuifh wayes,or bid me lurkc 
Where Sctpents are: chaine me with i oaring Beatcs,. 
Or hide me nightly in a Charnel houfe, 

Orecouerd quite with dead mens ratling bones, 

With reekic fhanks and yealow chapels fculls: 

Or bid me go info anew made graue, 

And hide me with a dead man in his,. 

T 3 
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Things that to heare them told, haue made me tremble. 

And 1 will do it without feare or doubt, 

To liuean vndaind wife to my fweete loue. 

Fri, Hold then, go home,be merrie,giuc confcnt, 

T o mirrie Paris: wendfday is to morrow, 

To morrow night looke that thou he alone, 

Let not the Nurfe lie withthee in thy Chamber: 

Take thou this V ioll being then in bed. 

And this diddling liquor drinke thou off. 

When prefcntly through all thy veines ihall run, 

A cold and drowzie humour:for no pulfe 
Shall keepe his natiuc progrefle but furceafe, 

No warmth, no bread fhalltcdific thou liued. 

The rofes in thy Hps and checkes fhall fade: 

Too many allies, tby eyes windowes fall: 

Tike death when he fliuts vp the day of life. 

Each part depriu’d of fupplc gouernment. 

Shall diffe and darke,and cold appeare like death, 

And in this borrowedlikenefle of Ihrunke death 
Thou (halt continue two and fortie homes. 

And then awake as from a pleafant fleepe. 

Now when the Bridegroomcin the morning comes, 

T o rowfe thee from thy bed, there art thou dead: 

Then as the manner of opr countrieis, 

Is thy bed robes vneouered on the Beere, 

Be borne to burial) in thy kindreds grauc: 

Thou fhall be borne ro that fame auncient vault. 

Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie, 

In the meane time againd thou (halt awake. 

Shall Romeo by my Letters know our drift. 

And hither fhall he come, an he and I 
Will war ch thy walking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo beare thee hence to Mantua. 

And this (hall freethcc from this prefent fhame. 

If no incondant toy nor womanifli feare, 

Abate thy valour in the a&ing it* 

j . Giae 






of^onteo and lullet. 

ju'. Glue me,giuc me,0 tell not me of feare 
Fri. Hold get you gone,be drong and profperous 
In this refolue, defend a Frier with fpecd 
To Mdntuajwith my Letters to thy Lord- 
Ih Louc <*iue me ftrength,and ftrength mall hclpc anorcu 
farewell deare father. {Exit. 

Enter Father Ca\>ukt,M’6ther,Nurfe i 4nd 

Serving men % two or three, 

Ca. So many gueds inuite as here are writ, 

Sirrah, go hire me twentie cunning Cookes. 

Ser.You fhall haue none ill fir, for ile trie if they can lick their 

How cand thou trie them fo i 

Ser Marrie fir,tis an ill Cooke that cannot lick his owne lin- 
gers • therefore hcc that cannot lick his fingers goes not with 




me 



% Go be gone, we fhall be much vnfumifht for this time: 
What is my daughter gone to Brier Lawrence i 
Nor. I forfooth. 

Cap. Well, he may chance to do fome good on Her, 

A peeuifh felfewieldhar lottry it is. 
r Enter Iulict. 

Nnr. See where die comes from flirift with merie looke. 

Ca. How now my headdrong, where haue you bin gadding? 
Ju. Where l haue learnt me to repent the fin 
Of difobedient opposition* 

To you and your bcheds.and am enioynd 
By holy Lawrence ofall prodrate here. 

To beg your pardon, pardon 1 befcech you, 

Henceforward I am euer i uldc by you. 

Ca. Send for the Countie, go tell him of this, 
lie haue this knot knit vpto morrow morning. 

Iu. I met the youthfull Lord at Lawrence Cell, 

And gaue him what becomd loue I might, 

Notdepping ore the bounds of modedie. 

Cap. Why I am glad ont,this is wel , dand vp, 

This is ad fhould be, let me fee the Countie: 
linarriegolfay and fetch him hither. 



Now- 







The mofl lamentable Tragedte 

Now afore God, this reuercnd holy Frier, 

All our whole Citie is much bound to him. 

1m. Nurfe,will you go with me into my Clofct, 
Tohclpcme fort fuch needfull ornaments. 

As you thinke fit to furnifh me to morrow.* 

<JWo. No not till Thurfday, there is time inough. 

Fa, Go Nui fe,go with her, week to Church to morrow. 
Exeunt, 

Mo. W e fhall be fhort in our prouifion, 

Tis now ncare night. 

Fa. T ufh,I will ftirre about, 

And all things fhall be well, I warrant thee wife: 

Go thou to luUet, helpe todccke vp her. 

He not to bed to night,let me alone: 
lie play the huswife for this once, what ho? 

They are all forth, well I will vvalke ray felfe 

T o Countie Paris, to prepare vp him 

Againd to morrow, my heart is wondrous light, * 

Since this fame wayward Gyrle is fo reclaymd. ; 

Exit, 

Enter Juliet and Nurfc. 

Iu. I thofe attires arc bed, but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leaue me to my felfe to night: 

For I haue need of many oryfons. 

To mouethe heauens to fmile vpon my date, 

Which well thou kno wcd.is erode and full of fin* 

Enter L Mother . 

Mo. What are you bufie ho?need you my helpe? 

/«. No Madam, we haue culd fuch neceflarics 
As are behoofefull for our date to morrow: 

So plcafe you, let me now be left alone, 

And let the Nurfe this night fit vp with you. 

For I am fure you haue your hands full all. 

In this fo fudden bufinefle. 

C JMo. Goodnight. 

Get thee to bed and red, for thou had need. 

Exeunt, 

lu. Farewell; 



of 'Romeo and Met. 

In. Farewell, God knowes when we fhall meete againe> 

I haue a faint cold teare thrills through my veines. 

That almod freezes vp theheateofhfe: 

Ilecall them backe againe to comfort me. 

i ke at all? 

No, no, this fhall forbid it, lie thou there. 

What ifit be a poyfon which the Frier 
Subtiliy hath mimdred to haue me dead, 

Lead in this marriage he fhould be difhonourd, 

Becaufe he married me before to Romeo* 

I fcare it is, and yet me thinks it fhould not. 

For he hath dill bene tried a holy man. 

How if when 1 am laid into the T ombe, 

I wake before the time that %omeo 
Come to redeeme me,theres a fearfull poynt: 

Shall I not then be diffled in the V ault? 

To whofe foul e mouth no healthfome ayre breaths in, 

And there die drangled ere my Romeo comes. 

Or if I liue,is it not very like. 

The horrible conceit of death and night, 

T ogither with the terror of the place. 

As in a V au!tc,an auncient receptacle. 

Where for this many hundred yeares the bones 
Of all my buried auncedors arepackt, 

Where bloudieTy^/t yet but greencia earth, 

Ties fednng in his fhroude, where as they fay, 

At fomc houres in the night, fpiiits refort: 

Alack, alack, is it not like that I 

So early waking, what with loathfomc fmcis, 

And fhrikes like mandrakes torne out of the earth, 

That liuing mortal I s hearing them run mad: 

OifI walke, fhall I not be didraught, 

Inuironed with all thefe hidious feares, 

And madly play vvith my forefathers ioynts? 

1C ' And 



Nutfe , what fhou'd fhc do here t 
My difmal;l feeanc I needs mud aft alone. 
Come V toll, what if this mixture do not 1 
Shall 1 be married then to morrow mornir 
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Andpluck tbp, mangled Tybalt from his fhrowde* 

And in this rage with fome great kinfmans bone. 

As with a club dafh out my defpratebraines. 

O looke,me thinks I fee my Cozins Ghoft, 

Seeking out Romeo that did {pit his body 

Vpon a Rapiers poynttftay Tybalt fay i 

Romeo fR^omso Borneo di inke,I drinke to thee. 

Enter Lady of the hotife and Nurfe, 

Zrf.HoId take thefe keies & fetch more fpices Nurfe. 

Nur. They call for dates and quinces in tlie Paftrie. 

Enter old Capulet. 

Ca t Come, ft Jf ,ftir,ftir,the fecond Cock hath crowed. 

The Curphew beli hath roong,tis three a clock; 

Looke to the baktc n?eates,good Angelic a t 
Spare not for coif. 

Nur. Go you cot-quaanego. 

Get you to bed, faith voule be ficke to morrow 
For t his nights watching. , 

Ca. No not a whit, whan I hau e watch' t ere now, 

All night, lor IclTer caufc,anu nere bene ficke. 

Ln. I you haue bene a inou!e-hunt in your time. 

But I will watch you from fuch watching now. 

Exit. L-Ay and Nur [ei 

C(t. A iealous hood,a iealous hood, now fellow, what is there?- 
Enter three or four e with /pits and loos y _ 
and Baskets. 

Eel. T hings for the Cooke fir,but I know not ivhat. 

Ca. Make hade, make haffe fina, fetch di ier lo^s. 

Call Peter, he will fh?w thee where they are. 

Eel. i haue a head In .that wi II find out Io"-s, 

And neuer trouble Veter for the matter. ^ 

Ca. MalTc and well faid,a men re horfon,ha, 

Twouilialt b^lpggerheadjgcod father tis day. 

Play Mujlcke. 

The Countie will be here with muficke ftiai^ht. 

For fo he faid he would, I heare him ncare. ° 

Nurfe, wife, what hojyvhat Nurfe I fay i : 

Entft 
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gf Borneo and Met 

Enter Nurfe. 

Go waken Met, go and trim her vp, 

He go and chat with A?m,hie,make hafte. 

Make haft, the bridgroome,he is come already,make haft I fay. 

Nur. Miftris, what miftris,/#//>r,faft I warrant her fire, 

Why Lambe,why Lady, fie you fluggabed. 

Why Loue 1 fay, Madam, fweete heart, why Bride: 

What not a woTd,you take you rpenni worths now, 

Slecpc for a weeke,for the next night I warrant 
The Countie Paris hath ft t vp his reft. 

That you fhall reft but little, God forgiue me. 

Marrie and Amen : how found is ftie a fleepe: 

J needs mud wake her : Madam, Madam, Madam, 

I, let the Countie take you in your bed, 

Hecle fright you vp y faith, will it not be? 

What dreft,and in your clothes, and downc againef 
I muft needs wake you,Lady,Lady,Lady. 

Alas, alas, helpc,hdpe,my Lady es dead. 

Oh wereaday that euer I was borne, 

Some Aqua-vitae ho, my Lord my Lady. 

Mo. What noifc is here? 

Nur. O lamentable day. 

Mo, What is the matter? 

Nur. Looke,looke,ohheauieday/ 

Mo. O me,0 me, my child, my onelylife. 1 
Reuiue, looke vp,ot I will die with thee : 

Helpe,helpe,call helpe. 

Enter Father. 

Fa. For fhame bring Juliet forth, her Lord is come. 

Nur. Shees dead:dcceaft,fhees dead, alack the day. 

M. Alack the day,fhces dead, (bees dcad,fhees dead. 

Fa, Flah let lire fee her, out alas fliees cold. 

Her bloud is fetlechand her ioyrits are ftiffe : 

Life and rhefe lips haue long bene lepai ated, 

Death lies on herhkeanvntimely froft, 

Vponthe fweeteft flower ofall the field. 

K 2 Nur. Q 
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Nur. O lamentable day/ 
rJMo. O wofull time/ 

Fa. Death that-hath tane hcrhece to make me wail® 
Ties vp my tongue and will not let me fpeake. 

Enter Trier and the Countie. 

Fri. Corners the Bride ready to go to Chur chi 
Fa. Ready to go but neuer to returne. 

O fonnc,the night before thy wedding day 
Hath death laine with thy wife, there fhe lies. 

Flower as flie was,deflowrcd by him. 

Death is my lonne in law, death is my heire, 

My daughter he hath wcdded.I will die. 

And leaue him all li fc liuing,al 1 is deaths, 
par. H aue I thought louc to fee this mornings face. 
And doth it giue me fucli a fight as this ? 

Mo. Accurft,vnhappie, wretched hatefull day, 
Moft miferable houre that ere time faw. 

In laftinglabour of his Pilgrimage, 

But one poore one, one poore and louing child. 

But one thing to reioyce and folace in, 

And cpicll death hath catcht it from my fight. 

Nur. O wo,0 wofull, woful!,wofull day, 

Mofl: lamentable day, moft wofullday 
That, euer, euer.I did yet bedold. 

O day,0 day,0 day,0 hateful! day, 

Neuer was feenefo blacke a day as this, 

O wofull day,0 wofull day. 
c Par. Begutld,diuorccd, wronged, fpightedjfljinc* 

Moft dctcftable death, by- thee beguild, 

By cruelljcrucll, thee quite ouet throw ne, 

O loue,0 life, not hfe,but loue in death. 

Fat. Defpifde difirefied.hatcd,mariird,kikl, 
Vncomfortable time.-vvhy camft thou now, 

T o murther,mui thev, our {blemnitic? 

0 chtlde,0 childe,my foule and not my childe, 
Dead art thou, alacke my child is dead, 

And with my child my ioyes are buried. 



Fri. Peace 
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r ■ p c ace ho for fliame,confufions care liues nof, 

Tn thefe confufions heauen and your felfe 
Had part in this fairc maide, now heauen hath all, 

A nd all the better is it for the maid: 

Your part in her, you could not keepe from death, 

Eut heauen keepes his partin eternall life. 

The moft vou fought was her promotion, 

Fortwasyour heauen flic fliould beaduanft, 

And weepe ye now, feeing flie is aduanit 
Abouc the Claudes, as high as heauen i it felfe. 

O in this loue, you loue your child fo .11, 

That you run mad/ecing that (he is well. 

Shees not well married, that liues married long, 

But fhees beft married, that dies married young. 

Drie vp your teares,and flick your Rofemane 
Onthisfaire Coarfe,and astbecuftomc is, 

And in her beft array beare her to Church*. 

For though fome nature bids vs all lament, 

Yetnatures teares arereafons merriment. 

Fa. All things that we ordained teltiuail, 

Turne from their office to black Funerall: 

Ourinftrumentsto melancholy bells, 

Our wedding cheare to a fad buriall teatt: 

Our folemne himnes to fullen dyrges change : 

Our Bridall flowers feme for a buried Coarle: 

And all things change them to the contrarie. 

Fri. Sir go you in, and Madam go with him, 

And go fir‘./W,cuery one prepare 
To follow this faire Coarfe vnto her graue; 

The heauens do lowre vpon you for fome ill: 

Moue them no more^by coding their big i vu . 

JFxeunt manet* 

Mufi, Faith we may put vp our pipes and be gone. 

Nur. Honeft goodfellowes,ah put vp, put vp, 

For well you know', this is a pin full cafe. j 

Fid. I my my troath,the cafe may be amcno ed. omneu 

K j En:er 
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, Enter JVill Kemp. 

Peter. Munitions, oh Mufitions, harts eafc, harts ea'le, 

O, and you will haue me liue, play harts eale. , 

Fidler. Why harts eafe? 

Veter. O Mufitions, becaufe my hart itfelfeplaies my hart ij 

0 play me fome merie dump to comfort me. . 

Jllirflrels. Not a dump we, tis no time to play now. 

“Peter. Y ou wil l not then ? 

APinJi. Nfa 

Veter. I will then giue it yo.u foundly. 

What will you giue vs? 

Peter. No money on my faith, but the gleeke. 

1 will giue you theMinftreil. 

Ul Imflrel , , Then will I giue you the Seruing-creature. 
e ter. Then will 1 lay the foruing-cieatufos dagger on your 

I will cary no Crochets, ile re you, lie fa (L te 

II ou, do you note me ? * 

CAiinft. And you re vs, and fa vs, you note vs. 

2. (Jl f. Pray you put vp your dagger, and put out your wit. 
i hen haue at you with my wit. 

Veter . I will dry- beate you with an yron wit, and put vp my 
Anfwere me like m en- (yron daggj. 

When griping gnefes the hart doth wound, then mufique with 
herfiiuerfcund. 

hy filuer found, why mufique, with her filuer found, what fay 
you Simon Catling ? 

Mwft. Mary fir, becaufe filuer hath a fweet found. 

Veter. Pi ares, what fay you Hugh Rehick ? 

2. M. I fay filuer found, becaufe Mufitions found for filuer. 

jt eter. Prates to, what lay you lames found poft ? 

Faith I know not what to fay. 

Peter. O I cry you mercy, you arethefinger. 

I will fay for you, it is mufique with her filuerfound, 

Becaufe .Mufitions haue no gold £qv founding : 

Then Mufique with her filuerfound with fpcedy helpdoth 
lead i earelie. 

Exit. 

Minfi. 
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tjtfin. Whata peftilent knaue is this fame ? 

M- 2. Hang him lack, come week in hcre.tarrie for the mour- 
pcrs,and flay dinner. 



Exit, 



Enter Romeo. 

Ro. If I may trufl: the flattering truth of fleepe, 

]Vly dreames prefage fome ioyfuli newes at hand, 

My bofomes L. fits lightly in his throne : 

And all this day an vnaccuftomd fpirit, 

Lifts me aboue the ground with chearfull thoughts, 

1 dreamt my Lady came and found me dead, 

Strange dreame that giues a deadman leaue to thinke, 
And Breathd filch life with kitfes in my lips, 

That I reuiude and was an Emperor. 

Ah me, how fweete is loue it felfe poflefl 
When but loues fhadowes are fo rich in ioy. 

Enter Romeos man. 

Newes from Verona , how now Balthazer . , 

Doft thou not bring me Letters from the Frier? 

How doth my Lady,is my Father well: 

How doth my Lady Inlict'. that 1 askc againe. 

For nothing can be ill if the be well. 

(JPfan. Then fhe is well and nothing can be ill. 

Her body fleepes in Capels monument, 

And her immortal! part with Angels liues. 

Ifawher laid lowe in her kindreds vault, 

And prefently tooke pofte to tell it you : 

O pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes. 

Since you did leaue it for my office fir, 

Rom. Is it info? then I denieyoufbrres. 
Thouknowefl: my lodging, get me inkeand paper. 
And hirepoft hoi fes,l will hence to night. 

UMan. I do befeech you fir,haue patience: 

Your lookes are pale and wilde,anddo import 
Some mifaduenture. 

Ro. Tufh thou art deceiu’d, . 

Uauexnc,anddo thethinglbid thce do* .. 



Hart 
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Haft tliou no Letters to ms from the Frier r 

C JWan. No m y goo cl Lor d. 

' ° 'Exit* 

Ro. No matter get thee gone. 

And hyrethofe horfes,Ile bs with thee ftraighr. 

Well Iuliet, I will he with thee to night: 

Lets fee for meanes.O mifchief e thou art fwift, 

To enter in the thoughts of defperate men. 

I do remember an Appothacane, 

And here abouts a dwells which late T noted. 

In tattred weeds with oucrwhelming browes, 
Gulling of fimples, meager were his lookes, 

Sharpe miferie had worne him to the bones: 

And in his ncedie fhop a tortoyes hung. 

An allegater ftuft, and other skins ^ 

Of ill fhapte fifhes,and about his ftielues, 

A beggctly account ofemptie boxes, 

Greene earthen pots, bladders and muftiefeedes, 
Remnants ofpackthred,and old cakes of Rofes 
Were thinly (cactered,to make vp a lliew. 

Noting this penury, to my fell e 1 faid. 

An if a man did need a poyfon now, 

Whofe fale is prefent death in AAhintua, 

Here hues a CatifFe wretch would fell it him. 

O this fame thought did butforei un my need, 

And this fame needie man muft fell it me. 

As I remember this fhould be the houfe, 

Being holy day , the beggers fhop is fliut. 

What ho Appothecane. 

Amo* Who calls fo lowd? 

Kom. Come hither man, I fee that thou art poore. 
Hold, there is for tie duckets, let me hauc 
A dram of poyfon, fuch foone fpeeding geare. 

As will difpearfe it fclfe through all the veincs, 

x That the life-wearie-taker may fall dead. 

And that the Trunke may be difebargd ofbreath. 
As violently ,as haftie powder fierd 
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Doth hurry from the fatall Canons wombe; 

epoti. Such mottall drugs I haue,butA£t«W<»laW€ 

Is death to any hMhat vttersthem. 

Ro. Art thou fo bare and full of wretchedneffe, 

And feareft to die,famine is in thy cheekes, 

Need and opprefiion ftarueth in thy eyes. 

Contempt and bc»gerie hangs vpon thy backe: 

The world is notthy friend,northe w'orldslaw, 

The world aflfoords no law to make thee rich : 

Then be not poore, but breake it and take this. 

Pets. My pouei tie, but not my will confents. 

Ro. I pray thy pouertie and not thy will. 

‘Pott. Put this in any liquid thingyou will 
And drinkeitoff,andifyouhad the ftrengrli 
Oftwentie men, it would difpatch you ftraighf. 

'K^.Thetc is thy Gold, worlc poyfon to mens foulesj 
Doing more murther in this loathfome world, 

Then thefe poore copounds that thou maieft not fell, 

I fell thee poyfon, thou haft fold me none, 

Farewell, buy foode,and get thy felfc in flefll. 

Come Cordiall and not poyfon, go with me 
To Iuliet s graue,for there muft I vfc thee. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Trier Iohn to Frier Lawrence. 
lob. Holy Francifcan Frier, brother, ho. 

Enter Lawrence. 

Law. This fame fhould be the voyce of Frier John, 

Welcome from (JWantua,what fay es Romeoi 
Or if his minde be writ,giue me his Letter. 

lob. Going to find a barefoote brother out. 

One dfour order to afibtiateme. 

Here in this Citic vifiting the ficke , 

And finding him, the Searchers of the Townc 
Sufpe&ing that we both were in a houfe, 

Where the infectious peftilence did raigne. 

Scald vp the doores,ar.d would not let vs forth, 

So that my fpeed to. A/ Ant ha there was ftaid. 

L Wh$ 
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Lave, Who bare my Letter then to Romeo ? 

John. I could not fend it,here it is againe. 

Nor get a meflenger to bring it thee, 

So fearefull were they ofinfeftion. 

La w. V nhappic fortune, by my Brotherhood, , 

The Letter was not nice but full of charge, 

Of dear e import, and the negleflingit, _ • 

May do much danger:Frier John go hence. 

Get me an Iron Crow and bring it ftraight 
^Vntomy Cell. 

John . Brother ile go and bring it thee. ( Exit, 

Law, Now mufti to the Monument alone, 

Within this three houres will fare Miet wake, 

Shee will belhrewe me much that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of thefe accidents: 

But I will write againe to M antrn. 

And keepe her at my Cell till Romeo come, 

Poore liuing Coarfe,clofdc in a dead mans T ombe. 

Exit. 

Enter Paris his Rage. 

Tar* Giue me thy T orch boy,hcnce and ftand aloofe, 
Yet put it out, for I would not be fcene: 

Vnder yond young Trees lay thee all along. 

Holding thy eare clofc to the hollow ground. 

So Ihall no footc vpon the Church-yard tread, 

Being loofcjVnfirroe with digging vp of GraucJ, 

But thou (bai t hearc it, whittle then to me 
As fignall that thou heareft fome thing approach, 

G iue me thofc flowers, do as I bid thee, go . 

Pa. I am almoft afraid to ftand alone, 

Here in the Church-yard, yet 1 will aduenture. 

Par. Sweet flower, with flowers thy Bridall bed I flrew 
O woe, thy Canapie is dull and ftones, 

Which with fweete water nightly I will dewe, 

Or wanting that, with teares dittild by moncs, 

The obfequiss that I for thee willkecpe; 
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Nightly fhall be, to ftrew thy grauc and weep«. 

1 ° Wh'tfile Boj. 

The Boy giues warning, lomcthing doth approach. 
What curfed foote wanders this way to night. 

To crofle my obfequies and true loues tight? 

What with a T orchJmufflc me night a while. 

Enter Romeo and Peter. 

iJo.Giuc me that mattocke and the wrenching Iron, 
Hold take this Letter, early in the morning 
Sec thou deliuer it to my Lord and Father, 

Giue me the light vpon thy life I charge thee. 

What ere thou heareft or feeft, ftand all aloofe, 

And do not interrupt me in my courfc. 

Why I defeend into this bed of death. 

Is partly to behold my Ladiesface: 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger, 

A precious Ring : a Ring that I muft vfc. 

In deare imployment, therefore hence be gone: 
Butifthouicalousdoftreturnc topric 
In what 1 farther fhall intend to doo, 

By heaue n I will tearc thee loynt by Ioynt, 

And ftrew this hungry Church-yard with thy lim$ : 
The time and my intents arc fauage wiidc, 

More fierce and more inexorable farre, 

Then emptie T ygers,or the roaring fea. 

Pet. I will be gone fir, and not trouble ye. 

Ro. So (halt thou fhew me friendfhid,takc thou that, 
Liueand be profperous,and farewell good fellow* 
Ret, For all this fame, ile hide me here about, 
Hislookes ifeare,and his intents I doubt. 

Ro. Thou deteftable mawc, thou wombe of death. 
Gorg’d with the deareft morfell of the earth: 

Thus I enforce thy rotten Iawcs to open. 

And in defpight ile cram thee with more fc-ode. 

Pa. This is that banifht haughtie ( JWofthtague, 
That murdred ray loucsCoziu,with which greefo, 
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It is fuppofed the faire creature died, 

And here is come to do fome villainous ftiarne 
To the dead bodie$:I will apprehend him, 

Stop thy vnhallowed toyle vile c Jhlomtague: 

Can vengeance be purfued further then death! 
Condemned villaine,! do apprehend thee. 

Obey and go with me, for thoumuft die. 

Rom. I rnuft indeed , and therefore came I hither,, 
Good gentle youth tempt not a defprate man, 

Flie hence and leaue me.thinkevpon thefegone,. 
Let them affright thee. I befeech thee youth, 

Put not an other fin vpon my head, 

By vrging me to furie, 6 be gone. 

By heauen I Ioue thee better then my felfe,.. 

Fori come hither armde againft my felfe: 

Stay not, begone,liue, and hereafter fay, 

A mad mans mercie bid thee run away. 

Par. I do defie thy commutation, 

And apprehend thee for a Felton here. 

Ro, Wilt thou prouoke me? then haue at thee boy. 

0 Lord t hey fght , I ivi/i go call the Watch. 

Par. O I am flaine,if thou be mcrcifull, 

Open the Tombe.lay me with htltefr 
Rom. In faith I will Jet me perufe this face, 

C Mercutm kinfman,Noble Countie Tarn, 

What faid my man,when my betofled foulc 
Did not attend him as we rode ? Ithinke 
He told me ‘Paris flrould haue married lithe: f 
Said he not (of or did I dreame it fo? 

Or am 1 mad, hearing him talke of Juliet, 

To thinkc it was fo J O giue me thy hand. 

One writ witlimc in fowrc misfortunes bookc. 

He burie thee in a triumphant graue. 

A Graue,0 no. A Lanthorneilaughtred youth? 

For here lies Iuliet, and her bew tie makes 
This Vault a feaftjng prefence full of light. 
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Death lie thou there by a dead man interd. 

How oft when men are at the point of death, 

Haue they bene mcrie* which their keepers call 
& lightning before dcath/Oh how may I 
Calfthis a lightning ? O my Loue,my wife, 

Death that hath fuckt the honey of thy breath, 

Hath had no power yet vpon thy bewtie: 

Thou art not concjuerd,bewtt« enligne yet 
Iscrymfon in thy lips and in thy cheeks, 

And deaths pale flag is not aduanced there. 

Tybalt lyeft thou there in thy bloudic fheetf 

O what more fauour can 1 do to thee. 

Then with that hand that cut thyyouth in twainc. 
To funder his that was thine enemie i 
For<riue me Couzen.Ah dearc Iuliet 
Why art thou yet fo faire r I will beleeue. 

Shall I beleeue that vnfubftantiall death is amorous, 
And that the leanc abhorred monftcr keepcs 
Thee here in darke to be his parramout i 
For feare of that I ftill will ftaic with thee. 

And neuer from this pallat of dym night. 

Depart againe,comc lye thou in roy arme, ^ 

Heer’s to thy health,where ere thou turableft m. 
Otrue Appothecaric / 

Thy drugs are quicke.Thu$ with a kifle I die. 

Depart againe, here, here,will I remainc. 

With wormes that are thy Charabet-maidcs: Ohcre 
.Will I fet vp my euerlafting reft : 

And (hake the yoke of inaufpicious ftarres. 

From this world wearied flefh, eyes looke yourlaftt 
Armes take your laft embrace: And lips,Oyou 
The door es of breath,fea!e with a righteous kille 
A datelcfle bargaine to ingrofling death e 
Come bitter condu£l,comc vnfauoury guide, 

Thou defperate Pilot,now at once run on 
The dafhing Rocks, thy feaflek weary barker ; 
Hecrcs to my Louc.O true Appothecary : 

Thy dtugs ate quicke.Thus with a kiife I die.. . 
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Entrer Frier with Lanthorne, Crowe , 
and Spade. 

Frier. S. Frances be my fpeede, how oft to night 
Haue my old feet (tumbled at graues i Whoes there 2 
Man. Heercsone, a friend, and one that knowes you well. 
Frier. Blifle be vpon you. Tell me good my friend 
What torch is yond that vainly lends his lighc 
To grubs and eyelefle fellies : asl difeerne, 

It burneth in the Capels monument. 

Man. 1 1 doth fo holy fir, and thcrcs my maifter, one that you 
Frier. Who is it 2 (louc. 

Man. T\omeo. 

Frier. How long hath he bin there 2 
Man . Full halfe an houre. 

Frier. Go with me to the Vault. 

Man. .1 dare not fir. .i, . ' 

My Matter knowes not but I am gone hence. 

And fearefully did menace me with death 
If I did ftay to lookc on his entents. 

Frier. Stay then ilego alone, feare comes vpon me. 

0 much I fearefome ill vnthriftie thing. 

(Man. As I did fleepe vnder this yong tree heere, 

1 dreampt my maifter and another fought. 

And that my maifter flew him. ; 

Frier. ‘Rjmee. 

Alack alack, what bloudis this which ftaines 
The ftony^nttsnceofihis Sepulchre i 
What meanc theft roaifterleflc and goarie fwords 
To lie difcoloar’d by this place of peace i 
'Romeo, oh pale / v ,ho clfe, what Tarts too i 
And in bloud ?ah whatahvnkihd hower 

Is chance i 

The Lady P _r*.s. 

Inli. O comtufablc Frier, where is my Lord? 

I do remember well where I fiiould be •* 

And there 1 am, t/uere is my Romeo ? 

Frier. I hcarc fomc noyfe Lady, come from that nett 

: ' ’ Oi 



I 



®f%omeoandMet. 

Of death, contagion, and vnnaturall fleepe, 

A greater power then we can contradift 
Hath thwarted our intents, come, come away, 

Thy husband in thy bofomc there lies deads 
And Pari* too, come ile difpoft of thee, 

Among aSifterhood of holy Nunnes : 

Stay not to queftion, for the watch is comming. 

Come go good Met, I dare no longer ftay. 

Exit, 

j H li. Go get thee hence, for I will not away. 

Whats heere 2 a cup clofd in my true loues hand 3 
Poifon I fee hath bin his timelefle end : 

O churle, drunke all, and left no friendly drop 
To help me after, I will kifle thy lips, 

Happlie fome poyfon yet doth hang on them, 

To make me dye with a reftoratiue. 

Thy lips arc tyarme. 

Enter Boy and Watch. 

Watch. Lcade bov, which way. 

Inli. Y ea noife? then ile be briefe. O happy dagger 
This is thy (heath, there ruft and let me dye. 

Watch hoy. This is the place there where the torch doth burne. 
Watch. The ground is bloudie, fearch about the Churchyard. 
Go fomc of you, who ere you find attach. 

Pittifull fight, heere lies the Countie flaine, 

And Met bleeding, warme, and newlie dead : 

Who heere hath lain e this two daies buried. 

Go tell the Prince, runne to the Capnlets, 

Raifc vp the Momtagues, fome others fcarch, 

We fee the ground whereon thefe woes do lye, 

But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes 
Wecannot without circumftance defery. 

Enter Romeos man. 

Watch. Hcres Romeos man, we found him in the Churchyard. 
Chief.watch. Hold him in fafetie till the Prince come hither. 

Enter Frier, and another Watchman. 

X.Watch. Here is a Frier that trembles, fighes, and weepcs, 
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We tooke this Mattocke and this Spade from him. 
As he was camming from this Church-yards fide. 
£bief watch, A great fufpition,ftay the Frier too too. 
Enter the Prince. 

Prin. What mifaduenture is fo early vp. 

That calls our perfon from our morning reft/ 

Enter Capels, 

Ca. What fiiould it be that is fo fhrike abroad ? 

Wife. O the people in the flrcct crie Romeo, 

Some Met, and fome Tarts, and all runne 
With open outcry toward our Monument. 

Tr. What feare is this which ftartles in your caresf 

Watch. Soueraine,here lies the County Parts flain, 
And Romeo deadband Iuliet dead before, 
Warmeand new kild. (comes* 

Pri».Search,feekc Sc knowhow this foule murder 

Wat. Here is a Frier , and Slaughter Romeos man, 
With Inftruments vpo» them, fit to open 
Thefe dead mens T ombes. 

Enter Qapulet and his wife. 

Ca. O heauens / O wife looke how our daughter 
This dagger hath miftane,for loe his houfe (bleeds/ 
Is emptie on the back of Mount ague, 

And it mislheathd in my daughters bofomc. 

Wife. O me, this fight of death,is as a Bell 
That warnes my old age to a fepulcher. 

Enter CMountague, 

Trin. Come Mountague, for thou art early vp 
To fee thy fonne and heire.now earling downe. 

Moun. Alas my liege, my wife is dead to night, 
Griefe of my fonnes exile hath flopt her breath. 
What further woe confpires againft mine age. ? 

Trin. Looke and thou {halt fee- 

Moun. O thou vmaught,whatmaner$is in this, 
To preffe before thy father to a graue? 

Trin. Seale vp the mouth ofoutrage for a while, 
Till we can cleare thefc ambiguities, 
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And know tbeir fpring, their head, their true difeent. 
And then will I be gencrall of your woes, 

And leade j'ou euen to death, meane time forbeare, 
And let mifchancc be flaue to patience, 

Bring foorth the parties of fufpition. 

Frier. I am the greateft able to' dolcaft, 

Yet moft fufpeftedas the time and place 
Doth mi I.? againft me of this direfull mutther r 
And heere I Band both to i peach and purge 
My felfe condemned, and my felfe excufde. 
prin. Then fay at once what thou doft know in this? 
Frier. I will be briefe,for my fhort date of breath 
Is not fo long as is a tedious tale. 

‘Romeo there dead, was husband to that Iuliet, 

And Ihe there dead, thats Romeos faithfull wife : 

I married them, and their ftolnc marriage day 
Was Tibalts doomefday , whofe vntimely death 
Banifht the new-made Bridegroome from this Citie, 
For whomc,and not for Tib alt, /«//<?/ pindc. 

You to remouc that fiege of griefe from her 
Bctrothd and would hauc married her perforce 
T o Coutft. ; e Paris. Then comes fhe to me, 

And with wild lodkes bid me deuife fomc meane 
To rid her from this fecond mariage : 

Or in my Cell there would fhc kill her felfe. 

Then gaue I her (fotuterd by my art) 

A fleeping potion, which fo tooke effeft 
As I intended, fot it wrought on her 
The forme of death, meane time I writ to Rontet ■ 
That he fhould hither come as this dire night 
To help to take her from her borrowed graue. 

Being the time the potions force fhould ceafc. 

But he which bore my letter, Frier John, 

Was flayed by accident, and yeflernight 
Beturnd my letter back, then all alone 
At the prefixed hower of her waking, 

M . Caffi* 
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Game I to take her from her kindreds Vault, 

Meaningto keepe herclofely at my Cell, 

Till I conueniently could Tend to Romeo. 

But when I came,fome minute ere the time- 
Of her awakening, here vntimely lay. 

The Noble Paris, and true Romeo dead. 

She wakes, and I entreated her come forth 
And beare this.worke ofheauen with patience:- 
But then a noy fe didjcarc me from the T oiribe. 

And Hie too defperate would not go with me: 

But as it feemes,did violence on her. felfe. 

A 1 this I kno;.v,& to the marriage her Nurfeis prime: 

And if ought in this mifcaried by my fault. 

Let my oldlife bcfacrificTl fomc houre before his time, 

Ynto the rigour of feuereft law. 

Trin. We dill haue knowne thee for a holy man, 

"Wheres 'Romeos man i what can he fay to this? 

Balth, Ibroyght.my trial (ler newes oi'Iuliets deaths 
And then in pofle-he came from t Mantua, 

To this fame placc.To this fame monument 
This Letter he early bid me giue his Father, 

And threatned me with death, going in the V aulf> 

If I departed norland left him there. . 

Prim GiuemetheLetterJwilllookeonit. “ - 

Whereis the Counties Page that raifd the Watch ? 

Sirrah, what made’your maifterin this place’ 

Boy. He came with flowers to ftre w his Ladies graue, 

And bid me (land aloofe, andfo I did, : 

Anon comesone with light toopc theTombe, 

And by and by my maifter drew on him, • 

And then 1 ran ayvay to call the Watch. 

Prim This Letter doth make good the Friers words? , 

Their courfe of Loue,tbc tidingsofher death, 

And here he writes, that he did buy a poyfon 
Of a poore Pothecarie,and therewithal!, 

Cameto this Vault, todicandlyeWith /#&*. 

JVhere bc^hfife enemies? CapH^Momaguel §8 
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See what a fcourge is hide vpon your hate i ^ 

That heauen finds means to kil yout loy es with lotie, 

A nd I for winking at your difeords too, 

Hauelofl a brace of kinfmen, all are punifht. 

fop. O brother Mount ague, put me thy hand, . 

This is my daughters ioynture,for no more 

Canldemaund. 

c jMoun . But 1 can giue thee more, 

For I will raic her ftatue irft pure gold, 

That whiles Verona by that name is knowne. 

There fliall no figure at fuch rate be fet. 

As that of true and faithfull Iultet. 

Cape/. As rich fliall Romeos by his Ladies lie, 

Poore facrifices of our enmitie. . f _ ^ 

Prim A glooming peace this morning with it brings, 
The Sun for forrow will not fhew his head: 

Go hence to haue more talke of thefc fad things, 
Somcfhall be pardoned, and fomc punifhed, 4 

For neuer was a Storie ofmore wo, 

Then this of Met and her Romeo. - 
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